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PREFACE 


Tuts book contains Letters, not a Life. Messrs. 
Hodder & Stoughton will publish next autumn The 
Life of Bishop Handley Moule. This Life and these 
Letters will be complementary the one to the other. 
Those who read this little volume will find the 
letters doubled and trebled in value when in the 
pages of the Life they see the full-length portrait of 
the man who wrote them, and on the other hand 
those who read the Life will need the letters to 
complete and round off the picture of the Scholar 
and the Saint. 

The writer of these letters was an exceedingly busy 
man. The diaries in which he recorded for forty- 
five years his daily doings, witness to a round 
of well-nigh incessant engagements. Whether as 
Parochial Minister or Dean of Trinity, Principal of 
Ridley Hall or Bishop of Durham, he was always at 
work in the service of God and man. His official 
correspondence was always large, amounting in 
Durham years to an average of thirty to forty letters 
a day, and, however well he was served by devoted 
Chaplains, it demanded daily close attention and 
unremitting labour. 

But yet this busy man found time to write private 
letters of counsel and cheer to numerous correspon- 
dents who sought his spiritual help. His devotional 
writings, his inspiring messages from the pulpit, 
above all, his unfeigned personal sympathy, brought 
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him letters from all over the world. All sorts and 
conditions of men, little children and aged saints, 
stalwart V.C.’s and bedridden invalids, wrote to him 
and from him in return came letters, which became 
the treasured possessions of the recipients, read and 
re-read to the strengthening and refreshing of their 
souls. ‘ 

Some in the Bishop’s lifetime were inclined to 
think that too much time was given to this private 
ministry of souls. But he himself did not think so. 
As Professor A. H. McNeile has written: ‘ To write 
a letter carefully can often be an act of divine ser- 
vice.’ Such it always was with this letter-writer. 
He loved to carry the ‘cup of cold water’ to indi- 
vidual thirsty souls. And now out of love and 
gratitude to the writer, not a few of these have 
unlocked their treasuries and have sent their much- 
prized letters in the hope that they may help others 
also. 

After much thought and prayer, it has been 
decided to print a selection of these in a volume by 
themselves rather than in the Life. Only letters 
bearing upon the spiritual life are included in this 
volume, and of the letters used only those portions 
are printed which directly bear upon the spiritual 
life. Other letters, showing his love of nature 
and of literature, ancient and modern, will be 
printed in the forthcoming Life. It will be under- 
stood that these letters were not written for publi- 
cation; they were written in moments snatched 
from the engrossing labours and cares of a great 
Diocese ; they are the free outpourings of a great 
Heart that without thought of self gave itself to help 
and succour needy souls and sorrow-stricken hearts. 
Read, as they should be, with reverence and under- 
standing, these letters will, we are persuaded, bring 
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to many hearts the very messages which will meet 
their spiritual needs. Some of them will be best 
read upon our knees, as they lead us into the Holy 
of Holies and show us the very heart of the Lord 
Himself. 

To the letters have been added a few of the 
spiritual songs, which Dr. Moule wrote during his 
years at Auckland Castle. Some of these have 
already been published in a fugitive form; others 
have existed only in manuscript ; all appear for the 
first time in a collected volume. They illustrate and 
enforce with poetic beauty the same truths as are 
set forth in the letters. With them are printed a 
few of those lighter pieces which show the many- 
sided genius of the Bishop, and three of an earlier 
date. They will be welcomed, we are sure, by many 
readers. 

The Editor heartily thanks all those who have 
sent him their treasured letters, as well those whose 
letters he has been unable to use as those whose 
letters are printed herein. The compiling of these 
songs and letters has been to him a labour of love. 
May He, whose grace and glory are the constant 
theme of letters and songs alike, give His blessing 
to them in their printed form. 

Moo ee 

RIPON, 

All Saints’ Day, 1921. 


NOTE TO SECOND EDITION 


In this edition, Letter No. 51 has been given im 
extenso, so far as it refers to the Old Testament. 
Otherwise the second edition is practically identical 
with the first. 
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LETTERS — 


CHAPTER I 


1. To a nephew, whose father, Bishop George Moule, 
died at Auckland Castle, March 3, 1912. 


On the Divine Friend. 
Apr. 21, Igr2. 


. .. Be cheered by the certainty that your 
father’s Lord is your Friend. Not for nothing does 
the Scripture dwell so on the Lord’s regard for 
‘the Children of His servants.’ And assuredly He 
does not care less for them, when He has taken 
their best-beloved ones, ‘those without whose life 
they had not been,’ out of sight. I pray, and I 
expect, that He may make the solitary side of life 
His own particular charge and haunt, and place 
Himself at it, and manifest Himself in blessed Life 
and light and fulness to your soul in its now greater 
need than ever, and rejoice you with His wonderful 
secret company. Do you remember Henry Mar- 
tyn’s last entry in his diary, where he speaks of 
‘sitting in the orchard’ and thinking of Him, who 
was ‘in solitude my company, my friend and com- 
forter.’ 


2. To the same. 
On Reunion above. 
Nov. 3, 1912. 


... I have been led to think much to-day of 
the definite prospect of meeting them all again, 
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On the Bible 


most literally, face to face, soul to soul, in the life 
to come: the first, because causal and fundamental, 
bliss will be to see Him in His beauty, but then— 
with Him, never separate, but oh so personally too 
—them; they no more obscuring Him than the 
flowers of the garden becloud the sun. 


3. To the same. 


On the Bible. 


Dec. 15, 1912. 

. . . A week ago, I preached to a great congre- 
gation in Manchester Cathedral on Psalm cxix. 129 
Mirabilia [wondrous things]. It was the second 
Sunday in Advent—and I dwelt on the Bible, from 
the side of its inherent wonder, that mystery which 
no speculation can ever dissipate, the marvel of a 
Book which took at the very least 1,000 years and 
too authors to construct, under all imaginable 
differences of character, condition and period, and 
yet is found, by the human heart in every land and 
tongue, to be not half so much a Library as a Book, 
a living thing, one, with one soul and one message ; 
above all, instinct with the presence and power of 
one Person. I am more and more impressed by the 
profound evidential and faith-confirming value of 
thus viewing the Bible as Many in one, One in many. 
It is in the strictest sense superhuman—as a mere 
matter of observable fact. So I appealed to my 
hearers to approach the Bible de novo with the 
consciousness of its being a wonder before our eyes, 
and, if sure of that, to put in practice the maxim, 
‘Let not what you know be shaken by what you 
don’t know,’ and to interrogate it with renewed 
confidence for its message to soul and to life. 
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All Saints 


4. To the same. 
All Saints. 
Nov. I, 1914. 


We have come to All Saints’ Day, a day of holy 
memories, and upward messages, and blessed hopes. 
It always suggests to me the vision of the starry 
sky, with its glories varying from the great Stars 
to less and lesser and then to the gleaming white- 
ness of the Galaxy, where the countless points of 
light blend into a luminous cloud. “The Saints 
of God’’—from Apostles to tiny children—all are 
there. Saints of our own inmost knowledge—your 
Parents, your Grandparents, Dorset pastors and 
friends, the dear village people, the Sunday scholars 
and teachers, Cambridge friends, old and young— 
what a host of stars of all magnitudes you and I 
know together. 

And every one of them looks down at us with 
the message of ‘the blood of the Lamb, the Spirit 
of our God.’ He lifted them and lighted them in 
that blessed sphere. With us too He shall prove 
His power the same. Let us humbly ‘look off’ 
unto that same Jesus and utterly away from our- 
selves and believe it. 

I do love this day. November 1 is a sort of first 
day of winter. But ‘ All Saints’ comes to light it 
up with glimpses of the eternal Summer. To me 
it is also memorable as the (13th) anniversary of 
my installation in the four episcopal chairs in our 
Cathedral. That was a day of strangeness unutter- 
able, setting out on strange seas, at nearly sixty 
years of age. The Lord has been very merciful to 
me, and I am still cheered with strength for service 
and with great kindness round me. 


L.P. 5 B 


Lessons learnt in IlIness 


In November, 1914, the Bishop underwent a severe 
operation in a London nursing home. He made a 
very good recovery, and after five weeks he writes: 


5. To the same. 
Lessons learnt in illness. 


Dec. 28, 1914. 
It has been a time of many sweet lessons ; above 
all of the power of intercessory prayer to win real 
peace at the very critical time. It is a strange 
Christmas—London threatened by air-craft. But 
we look to the Eternal Protector. 


. In July, 1915, suddenly the stroke fell, which took 
from the Bishop’s side in a moment the devoted and 
beloved wife, who for wellnigh thirty-four years had 
been his life’s companion. 


Acknowledging a cable of love and sorrow from China, 
he wrote : 


6. To the same. 
‘Not forsaken.’ 


July 20, 1915. 

Let me say at once that ‘ He hath heard me what 
time the storm fell upon me.’ I am cast down— 
but not forsaken. I used the word ‘desolate’ to 
my heart at first, but I have forbidden it to it now. 
I am mot forsaken. The Lord was desolate, long 
ago, for me—that I might not be. I have Hr». 
In Him ‘I am come to the spirits of the just made 
perfect,’ and so, to hers. I have to thank Him for 
her sorrowless and swift flight to Him. And my 
house has been filled with love... . 
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‘Not Forsaken ’ 
After telling how the end came, he went on: 


Let me humbly, in spirit, kneel and give thanks. 
It is well, it is well. She was herself till the Lord 
called. And then He carried her over at once. 
There was no withering and failing month by month, 
no broken powers. Her sun set in clear sky— 
promising a glorious morrow. And now, as sure 
as to her to live was Christ, to die has been and 
for ever is gain—the gain of the ‘ very much better ’ 
of His infinitely dear and immediate presence, with 
the Beloved around her. ... For sure as Jesus 
died and rose again—and that is sure—that world, 
that life, that company, is fact or everything is 
phantom. 

Months ago I mentally made ‘ An epitaph for a, 
Saint,’ as I walked in the garden, which I write 
here for the first time: 


If thou wert frustrate of thy hope, 
And didst indeed but die, 

Then all beneath the starry cope 
And all above’s a lie, 


It is crudely put. But it is true. And existence 
is not a lie. It is very ‘ well with the righteous ’"— 
say rather, looking unto Jesus, with the believer. 

Her body was laid to rest on Saturday—a noble, 
tender service in the Cathedral (the sun beaming 
on us after wildest wind and rain in the night and 
early morning). ... Then we walked to the Green 
Bow cemetery, you know so well. There she rests 
—in the grave I hope some day also to claim with 
her—by Tesie’s side, your sacred stone [to Bishop 
George Moule] just beyond. 

I gave the blessing at the end, when ‘ There is a 
Land of pure delight ’ had been sung; and finally 
in a dozen words thanked the great gathering for 
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The Lord is Reality in the Hour of Need 


their presence and love. Now I wish to be neither 
weak nor selfish in my great grief. I am both weak 
and selfish—but my Lord can and will lift me over 
myself in Him and make me care most for others 
who sorrow over this sudden bolt and ruin (as it 
seems outside). I mean to take care of health and, 
after five or six weeks’ rest, to work on. She would 
have me do so. 


7. To the same. 
The Lord is Reality in the hour of need. 
July 25, 1915. 

. . . Quite 1,000 letters of sympathy have come 
—many so tender and full of her. I have little to 
report since my last letter, except the abiding mercy 
of the Lord. ... The Lord Jesus Christ is no 
legend, no ‘idea.’ He is reality. Truly without 
Him this sudden thunderstroke would be unbear- 
able. But in Church this morning I felt I could 
and did, in the Te Dewm, praise Him for His blessed 
self and infinitely dear sufferings and triumphant 
overcoming of death. 

‘For from yonder gulph of gloom 
Not the Lord alone is risen ; 
Hope with Him has left the tomb, 


Love with Him has burst the prison.’ 
(J. R. Seeley.) 


8. To the same. 
Goodness and Love. 
Aug. 8, I9Qr5. 

. . . Three weeks have passed since I laid the 
mortal part of my best-Beloved in that green Rest- 
ing-place. Three weeks nearer the sure and certain 
Resurrection to come; three weeks nearer my own 
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Kept from Gloom 


entrance, by infinite mercy, through the blood of 
the Cross, into the life of bliss where she is and 
shall be for evermore. I can calmly say (taught 
by my Lord) ‘Blessed be the name of the Lord,’ 
who hath wounded my whole being through and 
through. But I know Him. I know it is goodness 
and love. I know that she is with Him and can 
never be left a widow here. And already I think 
He has helped me to use my immense deprivation 
to the help of others. 


g. To the same 
Kept from gloom. 
Aug. 2I, I9I5. 

. . . In quite distinct answer to prayer, I am 
kept free from all gloom and all rebellion. I find 
it even sweet to submit my whole soul to the will 
of the Lord Jesus, with Whom she is in great bliss 
—while yet I am sure that, in Him, she is with me. 
And now I want, while it is yet day, to live indeed 
to Him and to others, ‘leaning on Jesus all the 
way.’ 


10. To the same. 


Thanksgiving instead of Brooding. 
Oct. 3, 1925. 


. . . God uses my immense loss, I think, to give 
me ‘access’ to hearts. He keeps me still, quiet, 
consenting, under His mighty hand. That keeps 
gloom away. My natural tendency to brood over 
the past—all of it—seems growingly changing to 
thanksgiving for it all. He is good. 
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How the Light comes back 


How his bereavement gave power to his preaching 
will be seen from the following extract : 


11. To the same. 
Oct. 17, I9QI5. 

I preached in the morning at a mining-village 
Church. It was a joy to find the Church crammed 
and with a mass of men conspicuous in it. My soul 
was set much at liberty as I spoke on ‘ Jesus Christ 
the same yesterday, and to-day and for ever.’ I 
said something of what He has been to me in my 
great tribulation. One nice Christian working-man 
said to me after, ‘There was only one thing amiss ; 


you drew too many tears.’ It was quite lovingly 
said. 


In the afternoon he conducted a Memorial Service 
in a large private chapel, a very dear son of the house 
having died a noble death in Belgium. 


Crowds of neighbours and friends were there. I 
spoke on ‘ Neither can they die any more’ and God 
kindly gave me utterance. I poured my heart out 
about the Lord’s right to talk about immortality, 
and the certainty and bliss of it in Him, and what 
its employments will be. Here too a veiled allu- 
sion to my Beloved and to my comfort and hope 
was possible and it went home. I find thanksgiving, 
prompt and earnest, a real anodyne. 


12. To the same. 
How the light comes back. 


Oct. 31, I9Qr5. 
... Lying awake this morning I had a long 
struggle with a strangely lonely feeling, partly 
excited by the unutterable tenderness of Cambridge 
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The Power of Thankssiving 


memories, Still, He helped me up. I began to 
count mercies and to give thanks for past joys, and 
the light came back.! 


Again, after recalling the days spent together at 
Fordington and Cambridge, the Bishop writes : 


13. To the same. 
The power of Thanksgiving. 
Feb. 6, 1916: 

At one time the poor heart would have been 
ready to faint with the load of memory and to cry 
out: ‘O death in life, the days that are no more.’ 
But things are really different with me now, in the 
mercy of God, and I am able now to say: ‘O life 
in death,’ and to bless and thank Him for such 
wonderful riches of recollection, things which are 
immortal in their fruits, enriching one’s whole 
being, making thought at once tender and brave, 
and more and more connecting themselves with 
the holy and happy future when we, having passed 
out of the Lord’s schoolroom on the ground floor 
to the sunlit and all beautiful upstairs, shall meet 
face to face, in His dear Presence, the precious ones 
who make memory; without whom it would be 
less than nothing. 


The Bishop returns to the same theme in his next 
letter : 


14. To the same. 
Recollection transfigured. 
Feb. 20, 1916. 
... 1 was saying to my heart just now, as I 
prayed for Dorset friends (as ever on Sundays at 
1See Part II, p. 109. 
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The Benedicite individually applied 


this hour): Will you just wander wailing over the 
times that are over? or will you resolutely trans- 
figure recollection into benediction? Will you say 
over everything that ever was given you to love 
and enjoy, Bless the Lord, O my Soul? Will you 
remember that it has entered permanently into you, 
a contribution of God’s love to your life and your 
nature, and that all dear and pure memories are 
seeds of eternal hopes, for they root themselves in 
persons whom you will clasp again with joy unspeak- 
able and full of glory? And, as so often before, 
Praise stops Lamentation and then I am better able 
to count up the host of present mercies too. Blessed 
be the name of Jesus—our Antidote not for guilt 
only, or for sin’s power, but for sorrow too. 
15. To the same. 
The Benedicite individually applied. 
March 5, r916. 

... I lay awake this morning, thinking of my 
beloved and all the other blessed ones, and indivi- 
dualizing, by name, to each, the musical cry of the 
Benedicite to the souls of the Righteous—‘ Bless 
thou the Lord, praise Him, and magnify Him for 
ever, with the happy assurance that it was only 
an echo of mortal sympathy to their immortal 
gladness and praise. 


The following letter bears striking witness to the value 
of ‘a Sunday well spent.’ 


16. To the same. 
Sunday. 
May 14, rgr6. 
... TI find myself driven by sheer scarcity of 
time to write a special Pastoral Letter to the Clergy 
12 


Walking together in the Life to Come 


to-day, Sunday! I don’t like it. I believe more 
and more that for me the holy Day is most useful 
now, in my latter years, when with weeks so very 
full as they are, I can give it to bodily, mental and 
spiritual quiet. But now and again another sort 
of spending the day is clear duty, and that is well, 
as all is well that is within the will of God. 


17. To the same. 
Walking together in the Life to come. 
June II, 1916. 


... Just lately I have had some more than 
usually vivid thoughts of my Mother, almost as if 
her hand were touching mine from within the veil. 
Now rather long ago I had a dream, curiously ‘like 
a waking,’ about her. We were walking together 
and I said to her, as she leant on my arm, ‘ Oh, 
mother, shall we have walks together in the world 
to come?’ The words often come back to me. I 
think the question will have a very beautiful yes 
for its answer, when we too ‘ enter in.’ 


On October 29, 1916, the Bishop writes from his 
bedroom. The room is ‘alive’ with tokens of the dear 
ones gone before, and he writes: 


18. To the same. 
Precious things put by. 

Thanks be to God, it is to me ‘a Chamber called 
Peace ’—through Him who is our peace, and life, 
and light, and union, and blessed hope, and every- 
thing; without Whom all the best and highest 
things besides (if per impossibile they could exist 
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All Time is Present to the Eternal Lord 


without Him) would be what a perfect garden 
would be—if the sun went out. When I can look 
to Him and say, ‘ Thanks be to Thee for all Thou 
hast ever given me,’ the precious things He has 
put by (not reft away and abolished) for a season 
seem to be, as they are, real and present still in 
Him. 
19. To the same. 


All-Time is Present to the Eternal Lord. 


‘ Exercise.’ 
Dec. 9, 1916. 


. . . A thought about past years which has lately 
helped me much has to do with the eternity of the 
Lord, His being above Time, so that all its parts 
are equally related to Him. . . . Now, in1916, He 
is no further off from precious 187z than He was 
then. It is not a remote azure horizon, soon to 
disappear from distinct vision, no, but a sunny 
place close to His all-knowing and all-blessing heart. 
I think I grow in the power to expect with humble 
conviction that in the blessed future, our inheritance 
through the blood of the Lamb that was slain, we 
shall.in some sort be suffered to share that relation 
of God to Time, and find ‘ restored ’ to a most vivid 
and happy consciousness all that was good in the 
days which now seem so far away.! 

Another gracious help which I seem more con- 
scious of comes of the growing feeling that all sorrow, 
suffering, trial from the heaviest to the smallest, 
if accepted, if wsed, as the Lord’s yupvaoia [exercise, 
I Tim. iv. 8] is a positive and manifest good, as 
being the means to our being better able to help 
other troubled people. 


*See Part II, p. 114. 
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The Armistice—God judging the Earth 
20. To the same. 


The Armistice—God judging the Earth. 
; Nov. ro, 1918. 

. .. It is a moving moment. We seem to be at 
the threshold of, first, armistice, and then, humanly 
speaking, ere very long, Peace. Before Ir a.m. 
to-morrow the German power must surrender or 
be crushed yet more entirely. An amazing drama, 
a developed crisis of far more than poetic justice, 
seems unfolding hour by hour before us. As I 
think of the German delegates, conducted blindfold 
to take their terms from the French victor, in the 
region of Sedan, it is as if one heard a voice from the 
clouds ‘Verily there is a God that judgeth the 
earth.’ And I trust we are listening to that voice 
not with the foolish jubilation of Mafeking time, 
but solemnly, affirming Divine justice on the evil 
Power, but remembering that to us it is not a thing 
of boasting but of mercy. 

21. To the same. 
Between the Cross and the Grave. 
Jan. 5, I9gIg. 

. .. I have often lately prayed that daily, and 
to the end, I may live as in a tent pitched between 
the Cross and the Grave of our Lord—the empty 
Cross, symbol and seal of His finished work of 
sacrifice and redemption, the empty grave, likewise 
the evidence and pledge of His eternal victory 
for us over the last enemy, death, and of our life 
hid with Him in God. May your tent be ever 
there also. It will be glad work one day to strike 
the tabernacles and to migrate from them to ‘the 
house not made with hands, eternal in the 
heavens,’ ? 

fee Fart 1l, p. 115. 
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In the Abbey 


A letter of May 24, I919, gives us a happy glimpse 
of the Bishop of 77 years of age rising early, as ever, to 
commune with his Lord. He had spent three nights at 
‘that historical and beautiful house, the Deanery of 
Westminster,’ and he says: 


22. To the same. 


In the Abbey. 


. . . Among other delights, the private access 
to the Abbey was a chief one. Each morning at 8 
I went by the private door into the south aisle of 
the nave, and on the Thursday morning this was 
to enjoy the sacred blessing of the quiet and simply 
ministered Communion—in Henry VII’s Chapel: 
a wonderful surrounding. 


Here are two messages given on the occasion of the 
centenary of a Church, which convey strength and 
refreshment to mortal ‘ shepherds’ and ‘ sheep.’ 


23. To the same. 


The Immortal Priest and Pastor. 
Oct. 12, I9I9Q. 

. . . I gave this morning a very brief review of 
the vast events of the hundred years—‘ not only a 
long but a deep reach of the river of time,’ and put 
it in contrast with the unchangeable faithfulness 
of the Lord Jesus Christ, His immortal sameness 
and the call of it all to ‘serve our generation,’ in 
its restlessness, ‘ according to the will of God.’ 
This evening I speak from ‘ He is able to save them 
to the uttermost . . . seeing He ever liveth. . .’ 
—the unaltering Supreme Priest and Pastor, while 
the mortal shepherds pass and go. 
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CHAPTER II 


In 1907 a schoolgirl and her brother, in her own 
words, “‘hatched a piece of mischief. We chose out 
bishops of well-known views—very opposite views— 
and wrote letters to them, asking for advice on points 
of doctrine. Bishop Moule was one of our victims. 
The first letter was his reply, and it so went home to me 
that I owned up and begged his pardon. The second 
letter is his answer to my apology—it is the letter of 
a St. John. He became my beloved and honoured 
friend, ever more dear and trusted until his departure 
from this life.” 

Years afterwards the Bishop in a letter told the same 
story from the other side. “‘I answered the letter 
carefully,” he said, “‘and it made them ashamed and 
led to thought, and God so worked that both are now 
thorough believers, and only last week she wrote quite 
naturally, as often before (in the oddest modern phrases), 
to tell me her discoveries of the intense preciousness of 
Christ. It was her turn to help me by her deep and 
humble and happy faith.” 

The correspondence, which began in so strange a 
fashion, and which with most men would have come to 
an early end, blossomed and bore fruit in the following 
letters : 


24. To the above. 
Private Confession. The Holy Communion. 
Sept. 23, 1907. 
... 1 have to write this at a railway station. 
And it must be shorter than Iwish. Please regard 
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Private Confession 


it as private to yourself. I mean that it is just 
what a quiet talk would be. I write without any 
great detail or long arguments; the letter would 
be unsuitable for showing about, as if it were 
written for publication. 

1. Private Confession. If you look at the end 
of the First Exhortation or Instruction in the Com- 
munion Service you will see what the Church of 
England says and means about this. It practically 
says that the first duty of a Christian, especially 
before Communion, is to examine himself (or her- 
self) ; exactly as St. Paul says in 1 Corinthians xi. 
28. But then, if something unusual is on our con- 
science, which we cannot see clear light about after 
thinking and prayer, we are advised to go to some 
suitable clergyman and tell him, ‘opening our 
grief —our trouble—to him; ‘that by the minis- 
try of God’s Word we may receive the benefit of 
absolution ’ and good spiritual counsel too. That 
is to say, in a particular and difficult case we may 
rightly go to the servant of God, whose duty it is 
to know the Word of God thoroughly and to apply 
its truths to our hearts, and tell him about it. He 
will talk to us in the light of the Bible about the 
sin, or the puzzle, and then, if we are in his opinion 
really turning from sin and right with God, he will, 
as God’s minister, solemnly assure us of the full and 
loving pardon of our Lord. Not that he has the 
power to keep that pardon from us! but he has 
the privilege, by his office, of giving us a special 
assurance of it in his Master’s name. 

Private Confession and Absolution is thus a pro- 
vision for special needs which we find we cannot 
deal with ourselves. It is not meant to be the 
regular thing to do, like taking our meals, but the 
unusual thing, like taking medicine. No clergyman is 
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The Holy Communion 


authorized by the Church of England ever to require 
private confession, or to make it a rule for ordinary 
life. Even at the approach of death (see the Visi- 
_ tation of the Sick) it is only to be advised as a help, 
if the need be felt. No passage in the Bible at all 
_ distinctly teaches private confession and absolution. 
No record of a case of it occurs in (for example) 
the Acts. For many generations in early Church 
history it appears not to have existed. It was 
never made a regular rule to confess and be absolved 
by the priest, till about 700 years ago—about 1215 
years after Christ. Once more, private telling of 
our soul’s needs and sins may be a great help, if 
done to a wise and good clergyman, in special cases. 
But it is not meant for food; it is only medicine 
for quite special times, if ever, in our soul’s history. 

2. The Consecration of the Bread and Wine in the 
Holy Communion. My own belief, after long years 
of study, and knowledge of the history of our 
Church’s teaching, is briefly this: Consecration 
sets apart the Bread and Wine to be the holy 
representatives to our souls, to our faith and love, 
of the crucified Body and the shed Blood of the 
Lord. In that sense they ‘become’ His crucified 
Body and shed Blood—but not in the sense of 
having any miracle, so to speak, worked on them 
by which the bread becomes actual Flesh and the 
wine actual Blood. To illustrate, when a £5 bank- 
note is properly stamped and finished it ‘ becomes ’ 
five pounds; not that the paper is changed into 
actual gold, but that it is eguivalent to the gold for 
the purposes of money. So the believer, eating 
that Bread and drinking that Wine, is to think: 
“T as truly in my soul receive the blessings which 
are mine by my Lord’s crucified Body and shed 
Blood as if I were permitted (if I can conceive it) 
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The Need of Heart-knowledge 


to take His actual Flesh and Blood into my body.’’ 
They ‘are’ the Flesh and Blood just as the note 
‘is’ the pounds. 

As a matter of history, we know that as late as 
800 years after Christ it was looked on as a new 
and strange doctrine that the Bread and Wine 
actually ‘ became’ the Body and Blood of the Lord. 
But it soon grew to be believed everywhere, and 
the effect was that an almost idolatrous reverence 
was paid to the Bread and the Wine and super- 
stition came to be grievously mixed up with the 
divine simplicity of the Holy Communion. The 
Catechism says that in the Sacrament, not in the 
Bread and Wine, the ‘ thing signified’ (the Lord’s 
Body and Blood) is present and is really received. 
But the Articles explain that to mean a ‘ reception 
by faith’; a taking of the crucified Saviour into 
the heart to be our life and peace and power. This 
we do whenever we look to Him and use Him in 
the soul. But the Holy Communion is God’s own 
seal on it all, and His most precious special way 
of helping us to do it. I will send you, when I 
get home, a little book of mine on the Holy Com- 
munion 


25. To the same. 


The need of Heart-knowledge. 
Oct. I0, 1907. 

I do not feel at all angry, after reading your 
letter of last Sunday. Of course, thinking of it 
quite apart from myself, it was not quite fair to 
ask for answers on very difficult points from busy 
and anxious men, if it was merely for a hoax. But 
as far as I am concerned, this is most amply made 
up for by your candid, outspoken words to me about 
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The Bible’s Picture-words 


it all. I felt much touched by what you have said. 
And if, amid ‘ the changing scenes of life,’ we should 
ever happen to meet, I should like to know that 
it was you, and to shake hands and to have a bright | 
word face to face. It was impossible not to feel 
more than half amused as I thought of myself writ- 
ing away in Darlington waiting-room, and now to 
know that—in part at least—it was in response to 
a well-laid trap. 

Do not send back my little book. Keep it, 
‘from the author,’ and believe that the author is 
very glad that his letter has, after all, brought you 
any help in your thoughts about the great things 
which he wrote of. And remember above all that 
the truest and most Bible-like views about the Holy 
Communion and other great truths are worse than 
vain without heart-knowledge of the living and 
loving Lord Jesus and the daily ‘saying yes’ to 
ae 


26. To the same. 
The Bible’s Picture-words. 
Nov. I, 1907. 

. . . I notice what you say about Heaven. Do 
not think without reverence of the Bible’s glorious 
picture words about robe and crown and song. They 
point us to realities of perfect brightness and beauty. 
The song, I am sure, means that our whole existence 
will be turned to pure, holy, genuine happiness, 
and will be just one long expression of praise 
and love. So in Kingsley’s lines, 


‘make ... that vast For Ever 
One grand, sweet song.’ 


It doesn’t mean a literal endless part-song or anthem. 
It means the music of an immortal loving life in 
LP. ai Cc 


On Future Punishment 


the summer sun of the love of God and Christ. Be 
sure that character will be real in glory. Be sure 
that there will be endless things to enjoy and to do 
(without fatigue or sadness). And the soul of it 
will be, to be for ever with the LORD. HE is heaven. 

Gop bless you and draw you ever nearer to Him 
in the Lord Jesus. 


27. To the same. 
On Future Punishment. 
Feb. 27, 1908. 


- ,.,. Your very solemn question about Future 
Punishment makes me wish that I could talk to you 
rather than write; the subject is not only so un- 
speakably solemn, but it has so many sides, so to 
speak. 

Let me try, however, as we cannot talk, to put 
down briefly a few thoughts that may help on more 
sides than one. 

I. Unless we ‘ believe what we choose’ only, in 
the Bible, we must believe at least this—that the 
Bible (and particularly the Lord Jesus in His own 
words) does utter most urgent, awful warnings 
about the loss of the soul and mysterious suffering 
after death for those who reject God. 

2. Behind this, the Bible (and especially the Lord) 
says the most urgent words about the incalculable 
evil of sin; that is, of man’s discord with God’s 
will. Probably if we knew the full dreadfulness of 
the creature, made in God’s image, rebelling against 
the holy and pure and loving Maker’s will, we © 
should see less mystery in the thought of a retri- — 
bution, a punishment, which lives as long as the ~ 
soul which has gone against God. 
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Jesus seeks our Company 


3. So let us rather fear to think too lightly of sin 
than shrink from thinking that the results of sin 
may be without end. Meanwhile remember that. 

4. Always and eternally, whether we understand 
it or not, ‘God is Love.’ Never, to all eternity, 
will HE be unfair, or cruel, or forgetful of extenua- 
tion. Do not for a moment think that He will 
treat all who fall under His sentence indiscriminately. 

5. Our ultimate reliance is on God’s character as 
seen in JEsus and His gift of JEsustous. ‘ Looking 
unto Jesus,’ let us rest in the assurance that when 
we know all, we shall see that not one act or thought 
of the Lord God’s but was just and blameless. But 
we must be content for this life, largely, to trust 
rather than see—as we often have to do with human 
actions. We know a noble person’s character ; he 
does what seems to us strange ; but we say, ‘I know 
him; and I know he can explain it all right at the 
right time.’ 

In closing, it is, I humbly believe, lawful to under- 
stand much of the language of the Bible about 
physical agonies in eternity as picture or parable 
of the remorse of the spirit. And, lastly, we are 
never asked to say of one single human soul that we 
know it is unpardoned and lost for ever. God knows 
more of His mercies than the deepest-sighted 
Christian knows. But oh, let us reverently take 
the Lord’s warnings to ourselves... . 


28. To the same. 
Jesus seeks our company. 
° April 25, IgI0. 
. .. Lam so glad to see from your letter how you 


have come to find the Lord Jesus to be rest and 
brightness and satisfaction. I was preaching about 
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Tasting and Testing 


Him to a Church-full last night in a large coal-mine 
village; the text was, ‘ Jesus Himself drew near 
and went with them,’ and I tried to set out His love 
shown in His seeking and loving our company. Is 
it not wonderful? God’s own blessing be with 
you. > 


29. To the same. 
Tasting and testing. 
Nov. 28, 1910. 

... One word in your letter I shall always 
specially recollect—that you have come to find the 
Lord Jesus your dearest and sweetest Friend through 
having had to go to Him ‘ feeling that no one and 
nothing else can comfort you.’ In St. Peter’s 
wonderful words you have ‘ tasted that the Lord is 
gracious.’ As some one says, you can look at things 
(the stars for instance) millions of miles off, but to 
taste a thing you must touch it. When we use the 
Lord in our great soul’s and heart’s needs we touch 
Him. And that helps us to taste Him. We have 
first-hand personal evidence that JEsus is a ‘ living 
bright reality... And how much we can trust for, 
which we do not yet see, when we have thus tasted 
and tested! Go patiently on, a step at a time, 
making use of Him. . 


30. To the same. 
‘If you want to be well, be willing to be ill.’ 


Feb. 22.301": 
... [ have heard from —— that you are a good deal 
run down in physical respects and with the anxious 


wish to be with your dear ones and help them at a 
sick time. 
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‘If you want to be well, be willing to be ill’ 


Accept this little message of cheer and the assur- 
ance of prayer for you. It is a heavy cross to feel 
pulled down while so much longing for others’ sakes 
to be strong. And He who once for our sakes 
tasted weariness and disappointment and limitations 
(the Gospel story illustrates all those words) under- 
stands your cross quite well. 

One matter-of-fact word by the way. It was a 
saint and a very sensible one who said long ago to a 
friend placed rather like you, “If you want to be 
well, be willing to be ill.” Let yourself lie down, 
as it were, upon God’s will, to be weak and still for 
a season. Just as the body’s rest is often the 
greatest when we consciously relax every muscle (we 
often forget one which is still stretched a little), 
so the mind and will are often reinvigorated most 
when we simply don’t fight the conditions but let 
the spiritual muscles lie unstrung a while. Faith 
can look, quietly and thankfully, up to the Lord’s 
face while it lies upon the bed of His will in the 
recollection of His faithful love and power. Then 
accustom yourself to large, peaceful thoughts of 
Him; just remember His greatness of wisdom, 
will, and strength ; His unspeakable affection and 
fidelity ; His skill, to get His disciples out of ‘ narrow 
places’ when it is the best thing. Reflect, very 
quietly, that His blood-bought salvation of us is so 
surpassingly great that we are meant to rely on it 
with an abandon of confidence, and to be sure that 
the coming results of it will indeed make ‘the 
sufferings of this present time not worthy to be 
compared with the glory which shall be revealed 
to usward.’ 
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The Lord’s Keeping Power 
31. To the same. 


The Lord’s keeping power. 
‘June 17, Igri. 

... You ask me a searching question, about 
being kept even from the rising of wrong thoughts 
(anger, irritation, or the like). I have had far too 
many proofs of my own weakness and unwatchful- 
ness since I wrote that passage not to feel much 
searched and abased too, by the question. 

Yet I would still say this—it must be true that 
the full presence and power of the Lord in the heart 
must be able to do wonders in keeping it sweet and 
quiet. And the more we look at what He is, and 
the more we welcome Him in, to have His own way 
in our most difficult hearts, the more our conscious- 
ness will approach the bright and beautiful ideal of 
(no affected and self-conscious holiness but) just the 
simplicity and pleasantness of a soul where He is in 
charge. ‘‘ Looking off unto Him” is the way 
towards it. 


32. To the same. 
Sin against the Holy Ghost. 
Oct-57, s305E 

. . . The mysterious sin against the Holy Ghost 
is, and must largely remain, a mystery. But you 
are near what I take to be the truth in what you say 
about it. It seems to be the climax of a more or less 
conscious rejection of the Lord with eyes, in a sense, 
open. The heart so shuts itself against Him that 
it loses the power to open the door from within. 
If it would come to Him, that would be forgiven, 
like every sin. But it has thrown away the power 
—i.e. the will—to come. No anxious, longing 
soul can have sinned that sin. 
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How be ‘like Christ’ 


33- To the same. 


In what sense ‘be yourself. How be ‘ like 
Christ’ ? 
Oct. 2, I913. 

. . . I take affectionate note of all you say, and I 
think, in a sense, I understand it all. And not one 
word makes me doubt the reality and truth of your 
knowledge of the Lord Jesus and your love for Him. 
Nay, word after word makes me only surer of it. 
And again, I don’t for a moment expect you to 
exchange your character for sdédmebody else’s. 
Grace does not make us correct copies of other people 
in that sort of way. It was not so in the first days, 
so no wonder it isnot sonow. Paul, Peter, Thomas, 
Mary Magdalene, you see the personal character 
quite strong and clear in each always. God is in 
them, and works in and through them. But He 
works along the lines of the nature He had given. 
So I shall never expect in you the elimination of a 
certain strong element (may I say it?) of the boy- 
nature which in some girls and women is so strong 
and can take forms so vivid and so bright. In that 
sense, be not afraid (as to conscience) of being 
yourself. 

There is a vile principle abroad to-day among the 
semi-pagan people who are so often met with in 
modern life—that the great thing is to “ fulfil 
yourself ’’; to ‘‘do as you please irrespective of 
parents, teachers, spiritual pastors and masters.”’ 
It is the rebel-devil’s parody of liberty—liberty, 
which without the noble balance of loyalty to right 
is licence, the straight path to basest slavery. But 
the vile principle is a travesty of a true principle ; 
‘let the Lord fulfil you on the lines on which He 
made you, as to individual cast of character.’ 
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Using a Trusted Christ 


On the other side never forget that the Lord Jesus 
in us is meant to “fulfil Himself” through us. 
And so our call is, not in slavery but in worshipping 
loyalty, to bring without reserve every habit and 
way to Him to be examined and dealt with. Not 
as a censor but as a loving friend I particularly beg 
you to do this, day by day, with the points you so 
delightfully take me into counsel about, I'll say 
nothing in detail about any one of them. I only 
say this—you have, in honest purpose, given yourself 
and your life to your most dear Redeemerand Master. 
Talk it out on your knees, sometimes, with Him. 

Above all, in His Word get more and more into sym- 
pathetic touch with Him “the great companion.” 
That companionship will mould your life, not with 
cast-iron patterns but touches of the Master’s living 
hand, into more and more correspondence with e.g. 
Philippians iv. 8. 

34. To the same. 
Using a trusted Christ. 
Oct. 30, I913. 

. . . For my own soul I find that the one sure 
secret is—endlessly to “begin again”’ with using 
a trusted Christ. 

A very deep-souled young Scotch saint of 70 
years ago, Robert McCheyne, said : 

“« Jesus for us is all our peace before a Holy God, 
Jesus in us is all our power in an unholy world ”’ 
(and, we may add, in a sinning heart). Those words 
sum up the whole Gospel of past, present, and lasting 
salvation. Well, let us be glad and rejoice in having 
(not inventing, or imagining, or winning, but 
having) such a Saviour. 

Now brightness and blessing abide with you. 
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‘In the valley of the shadow’ 


Let it bea daily ambition, secret, sinless, and happy, 
to live in His companionship and to please Him. 
He is so graciously ready and happy to be pleased ! 
35. Lo the same. 
“In the valley of the shadow.’ 
Jan. 25, 1916. 

. . . The Lord has called you to a real experience 
of the valley of the shadow—which surely, in Psalm 
Xxiii., does not mean our own time of dying, but the 
shade cast across our life by sorrows or fears that 
have, as it were, death in them. 

When the Psalmist does speak of the end, how 
different his outlook is :. ‘ I shall dwell in the house 
of the Lord for ever’! 

Well, . . . youmay be doubly sure nowthat The 
Shepherd is with you. For that valley is, for His 
disciples’ sake, a well-known walk of His: ‘He 
oft-times resorteth thither, with His disciples.’ And 
He feels every sad beat of their hearts as He paces it 
with them—His own once broken heart vibrating to 
theirs. 

And the dear life taken from your sight, from all 
that is meant by intercourse visible and audible— 
remember that it is with Him: and so is, infallibly, 
in Him, near you. ‘Thou art with Jesus, He with 
me; And so, in deep reality, ’Tis still ‘‘ together,” I 
with Thee!’ 

Moreover, when our mortal nature does faint a 
little over the loss (while yet we bless Him that 
inflicts it), He is very patient and kind. We may 
freely tell Him if, believing, loving, yielding, we yet 
feel the open wound. 

Ah, we would not have it quite closed, for it is His 
Chalice, as it were, to drop the anodyne of Himself 
into it. 
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The Sufferer-in-Chief. The Use of Suffering 


36. To the same. 
The Sufferer-in-Chief. The use of suffering. 
Sept. 16, 1916. 


.. . No two great griefs—and no two smitten 
hearts—are exactly alike. But there is a free- 
masonry among those who have been called to great 
anguish of loss that does help us to look into one 
another. I seem to feel as if touching your sad 
(but believing) heart. 

So much that you say just precisely expresses 
many a thought of mine these past I4 months. 
(And your cup has one sad element in it which mine 
has not, the sickening—almost physically such— 
pains and fatigue of soul over the dearest ones still 
in the field. Ah, you only know all that means.) 
But no, not you only, your beloved and loving 
Saviour, Sufferer-in-Chief, has dived so deep in the 
sea of sorrow, even to its very ground, that He can 
feel yours, as it were, from underneath, and more 
than understand it—for He shares it. 

Oh, blessed be He that you know Him. You 
don’t, we don’t, at all understand His ‘ clouds and 
darkness.’ But we do know Him, for He came 
out from them, and from the glory inside them, and 
gave Himself up to the extremity of human woe and 
pain, and let us see His face of love, first on the 
Cross, then in the resurrection, and know that He 
knows, and loves us in our pain. 

And remember, dear Friend, your bitter pain will 
not be wasted—not an atom. It will be used to 
make you a deeper, tenderer, wiser, helper of other 
stricken hearts, all your days. 
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The Balm for the Ache 


37. To the same. 
The balm for the ache. 
July 13, 1917. 

. This is a sacred time with me, two years ago 
to-morrow, in the evening, He ‘took away the 
Desire of my eyes with a stroke.’ The great wound 
will bleed till I die, yes, underneath all life’s activities 
and beautiful mercies. But truly, Christ the Lord 
is real. He keeps it utterly clear of poison, He 
does lay Himself as the balm on the ache, and show 
me how to bless Him for the stroke, and to begin 
already to read the love in it clearly. 


38. To the same. 


Cheer and wisdom found in a daily Emmaus 
walk 
Aug. 18, I917. 

. Most specially shall I bear, upon thought 
and prayer, your two great needs, so clearly opened 
up to me—cheer and wisdom. I am sure you will 
find both in our Living Treasury, a step at a time. 
You are, with a splendid certainty, in the very 
highway of God’s will for you; yes, in that self- 
giving, self-forgetting home-and-duty life, you are 
taking daily an Emmaus walk with the risen JEsus. 
He will talk with you, and warm your heart in hours 
of chill, cloud, fatigue. 
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CHAPTER III 


39. To a Mother, whose son was reported ‘ miss- 
ing’ in Mesopotamia in 1916. 


The trial of Faith. Spiritualism. 


PRIVATE. 
Nov. II, 1916. 


After words showing how he appreciated the anguish 


. .. I venture two thoughts. ... 1. The great 
trial of faith. It is a tremendous trial. But the 
word of God bids us look on the fiery testing of faith 
(which is, after all, tvust in the dark) as much more 
precious than the testing of gold. Have we had a 
glimpse of what Gop is, in finding Him revealed in 
the Lord Jesus Curist? Have we followed Jesus 
to Gethsemane, where His prayer seemed rejected 
—and to the Cross, where He cried at last, ‘ Why 
hast Thou forsaken me?’ And have we realized 
at all that the Father and the Son Jet that great agony 
take place that we might live? Then, can we not, 
humbly and in a very simple trust, say, ‘ Though He 
slay me, yet will I trustin Him’? Such a God may 
hide His reasons deep, but Almighty love lies deep 
within the cloud. 

2. Then a brief and reverent word about your 
(so natural) longing to communicate. How well 
I, . . ., know what the craving for intercourse is ! 
And the solemn intimations of a dream may well, 


32 
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I think, be a permitted voice from within the veil. 
But with most respectful earnestness I would pre- 
sume to dissuade you from ‘ spiritualistic ’ methods. 
I am sure that on the whole ‘the spirit of 
spiritualism’ is not a spirit loyal to our Lord 
Jesus Christ. I think we Christians do wisely to 
be very shy of it. He, and only HE, is the true 
“ Medium ’—the ‘ladder ’ between the worlds (John 
i. 51). With Him our dear ones are; with us 
He is. So, spiritually we are near, in Him, to 
them. Through Him let us speak to them. And 
let us trust Him, whether or no He sees it best 
to let them communicate with us. To His most 
sacred comforts I, myself a stricken man, humbly 
commit you. 


In December, 1917, he received a friend’s book ‘ Pon- 
namai’ from the publishers and wrote a Foreword. 
And he wrote as follows: 


40. To the authoress—a Missionary friend in India. 
An Understanding Saviour. 


. .. From the first strange sad scene of medi- 
tated suicide to that blessed falling asleep, ten years 
to a day after my Tesie, I followed the story of her 
soul... with feelings not easy to utter. I feel 
as if I had seen your Ponnamal and had come to 
love and reverence her quite personally, and to see, 
face to face as it were, the Lord glorifiedin her... . 
For you I feel . . . the human grief of the loss of 
such a presence at your side. Ah, we need a Saviour 
perfectly versed in every anguish of the heart, 
when we are called to great personal losses, to give 
up for ever on earth the face and voice and inter- 
course of our Ponnamals. But He entirely under- 
stands; and He will come again with them. 
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Bereavement ‘ Worth While’ 


Ax. To the same, on hearing from her that ‘ The School 
of Suffering’ had been a wonderful help to a needy 
Missionary heart. 

Bereavement ‘ worth while.’ 
March 28, 1919. 

. . . That most beloved Child—her absence from 
eyes and ears and arms and lips, it does not get a 
lighter thing with time. For her, and for her 
blessed Mother, the hunger of the heart only grows 
with time. As it happens the thought of them 
and longing for them has these last few days been 
in a special way with me; and but for Christ, their 
Christ, it would indeed be a ‘ death in life.’ But 
oh how He alters things! He does enable me in 
some measure to feel that it is grandly worth while 
to be bereaved, if one is the least better able thereby 
to help others’ sorrows. 


42. To the same. 
The Great Sacrifice and our sacrifices. 
Nov. 8, Igr9. 

Speaking of the frequent journeys to dedicate War 
Memorials : 

I have often taken the opportunity to re-emphasize 
the old eternal truth that they, who are, we humbly 
hope, in the blessed rest, are there, mot because they 
were brave and patriotic, not according to their 
works, not washed in their own blood, but because 
the Lord Jesus died for sinners; and then, on 
other hand, that, once there for His blessed sake, 
not one suffering and sorrow they bore is forgotten 
by the Father: ‘God shall wipe away every tear 
from their eyes.’ I think the two-sided message is 
useful and often welcomed. There is need for it. 
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‘The School of Suffering ’ 


One reason for the re-affirmation of the Gospel is, 
if Iam right, the vast frequency with which spiritual- 
ism is more or less accepted. And that, taught by 
its most creditable exponents, quite definitely puts 
away the Atoning Cross, even where it owns the 
greatness of ‘ The Christ Spirit’ as the ruling in- 
fluence of the unseen world of man and as man’s 
great exemplar. 


43. To a young Indian Christian, a devoted worker 
among children but laid aside by illness, who had 
received great blessing from reading his book 
about ‘Tesie’ and had written to tell him so. 


March 26, 1916. 

. . . [lo me you are now one of the circle of my 
Tesie’s friends. Once each week—every Monday— 
I specially pray for those who love my beloved girl ; 
and it is a large circle. Now you will always be 
remembered among them before the Lord. When 
she was taken from our eyes and her little Memoir 
was published and (to our joy) found many readers, 
her mother and I were able really to rejoice over our 
sorrow, because so plainly God had used Tesie, 
through that book, to help other souls, especially sad 
and weary and stricken souls. We have many a 
time said, ‘ This makes all the grief worth while.’ 
Now I am left without the visible presence of my 
dearest wife, her mother. But in my solitude I 
still find the sweet solace of ‘ joy in sorrow,’ when 
the little book is used by the Lord. So your letter 
brought me a very real joy. It was a cup of cold 
water. I pray God, dear Arulai, that your restora- 
tion to health may be perfected. The Lord Jesus, 
on earth, loved to make people well, as well as to 
bless them spiritually. I ask Him to touch you with 
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‘Here and There’ 


His invisible but real hand and say: ‘ I will, be thou 
well, and work on in peace for me.’ But in any case 
you are at rest in His hand. What beautiful peace 
and quiet sweetness comes with ‘ saying Yes to Him.’ 
He has wonderfully helped me in my great need, 
under a sense of unspeakable loss, since last July, 
to say Yes. And the greatest comfort comes with 
the recollection of His untold sufferings and sorrows 
forme. He has aright to say: ‘ Trust me when I 
bid you suffer.’ 


44. Some time later he sent to the same the following 
verses : 


HERE AND THERE. 


Here bend thy knee and bow thy neck, 
And love the pain by Jesus given ; 
He trains thee here by chain and check, 
And leads on bleeding feet to heaven. 


He schools with lessons kindly stern 
His sinner in a world of sin, 

And brings thee line by line to learn 
The bitter-sweet of discipline. 


But there, in spotless heaven serene, 
He gives His rule of suffering up ; 
There joy shall keep for ever clean 
The pain-wrought largeness of His cup. 
H. DuNELM, Oct., 1916. 


45. To a lady, who found it difficult to believe. 
Consider HIM. 

Jan., 1918. 
You ask: Whom to pray to? Most assuredly 
to ‘the Jesus of History’ who is also ‘the same 
yesterday and to-day and for ever.’... Avoid 
every puzzle you can. Don’t ask, for instance, 
‘must I believe in the Resurrection?’ ‘ Consider 
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Paths where Christ walks : 


Him’; dig in the Gospels, a bit at a time, to see 
what he was to seekers: fill your mind with Hmm 
. . .; ask for light from above. And ‘the prayer- 
habit ’ will begin; you will feel that such a Jesus 
Christ is a magnet to our confidence. 


46. To the same. 
Paths where Christ walks. 
Feb. 6, r9t8. 

... Do not ‘worry yourself’ about quick 
spiritual results. The divine promises are made 
not to our worrying, but to our waiting—where 
the Lord is likely to pass. One of His familiar 
paths is prayer, very simple and very quiet, includ- 
ing sometimes a clear word of thanks. ... Another 
path is the Bible, especially the Gospels, the picture 
of exactly what He was—and is.... And just 
recollect sometimes that He is close to you always 
and with a heart infinitely friendly. Let this sink 
in. 


47. To the same. 


The Knowledge of a Person not logical. 
Feb. 24, 1918. 

In answer to question: ‘In learning a language or 
a science we want to make sure of every step and not 
skip; ought we then to leave religious puzzles on one 
side ?’ 

1. In the matter of spiritual life we are concerned 
not with a chain of reasons or the like, mainly, 
but with a Pevson. Knowledge of a Person admits, 
by its nature, of reality without logical complete- 
ness. The dearest friends I have on earth I know 
only incompletely ... but I know them really, 
quite really enough to trust them. ... So with 
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Mental Puzzles and Personal Trust 


the Lord we may leave a hundred questions... . 
unanswered, while we go as simply as a child to 
Him—the Jesus, e.g. of John xx. and use Him for 
our soul’s need. Faith in Him is in practice using 
Him. 

2. As to His veality—one simple help is to think 
that ‘it would have taken a Christ to invent a Christ.’ 
The Gospel-picture is too great to be a painted 
portrait done by such very amateurish artists. 
No, it is a photograph. A village photographer 
can give you a glorious face—if he has it before his 
camera. ... If He was that, He vs that. 


48. To the same. 
Mental puzzles and personal trust. 
March 2, 1918. 

. . . Most manifestly the Lord and you, mutually 
seeking, are meeting and coming together. 

I. ... I send you two little books of mine, 
which bear a good deal on the fact-character of the 
Christ of the Gospels ; and the smaller one, Emmaus, 
has some thoughts on the trustworthiness of the 
one Record given us of Him which may, I- think, 
help. 

2. Yes, if I were a missionary and you (say) a 
Brahmin lady, come to ask for baptism, I should 
baptize you. For I am quite sure the Lord has 
received .. . you. Of late years I have growingly 
recognized that it cannot be His way to ask us first 
to satisfy all our mental difficulties, and then to 
touch and embrace Him with the soul. I am quite 
sure that He is true for our whole being and that 
sooner or later he will prove Himself real to intellect 
as well as conscience, heart and will, so that we 
shall see the mental rightness of being sure of Him 
and His words. The human soul that sees in the 
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The Heart has its own Logic 


Jesus of the Bible the Object supremely lovable, 
trustable and whom it is peace and joy to obey, 
may have a thousand mental puzzles but shall 
never be otherwise than clasped and loved by 
Him. 
49. To the same. 
The heart has its own logic. 
March 10, 1918. 

. . . He has been leading you to see that the 
vital thing is not to reach an intellectual conclusion 
and say, ‘ There, the fact of Christ is as mentally 
sure as that two and two make four, but much rather 
to know that our deep mysterious personality 
finds in the JEsus Curist of the Bible its satisfac- 
tion, its rest. . . . When the rest comes, it brings 
its logic with it. When a complex key fits a com- 
plex lock, you cannot prove mathematically that 
key was made for lock, but you know it all the same. 
We cannot mathematically prove that the dear 
persons we called Mother really bore us, but we 
know they did all the same. ... Say to yourself, 
quietly, firmly: ‘I am His; He is mine.’ Such 
assertions help to focus the soul’s assurance. 

50. To the same. 
On Bible-reading. 
March 19, 1918. 

As to Bible reading. Its vast. I would suggest 
that you begin on the New Testament and read a 
little bit of (say) St. Mark, in order, daily; then 
read right through, like a letter (as it is), the beauti- 
ful Epistle to the Philippians, to get a notion of 
its run, and then make it more your own bit by bit. 
Then another Epistle .. . and get a few Psalm- 
verses by heart pretty often. 
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On Bible-reading 


51. To the same. 
On Bible-reading. 
April 13, 1918. 

I would suggest your making St. Luke your next 
book in the New Testament. It is a wonderfully 
rich and beautiful Gospel... . In the Old Testa- 
ment I would boldly suggest your beginning at the 
beginning. Genesis is so really the foundation- 
book: about man’s sin and God’s first steps both 
of judgment and redemption, and the preparations 
for the Christ in the story of His human forefathers, 
the heirs of the Promise. The first few Chapters, 
are figurative and symbolical (just like the last 
Chapters in ‘ Revelation ’), giving us great facts and 
truths in enigmatical language. We need not 
worry about the literalism of them ; we are to take 
their clear messages to our spirits and trust the 
true Author. It is interesting in the meantime to 
know that a clever sceptical doctor said once to my 
wife, “ Of course Genesis i. is all right in its order of 
evolution,’ and how, but by God’s guidance, could 
that ever be. 


52. To the same. 
On‘ direct’ work for others. Spiritual dryness. 
May 11, 1918. 

You ask whether you ought to do some direct 
work of an evening to help others. You have 
extremely exacting work to do in the way of daily 
and unquestionable duty. This being so, be ready, 
in touch with the Lord, should any obvious call 
come for (say) an evening help to another. But 
do not plan such work. The great thing is to be 
veady, and that is best secured by nearness to Him. 
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The Holy Trinity, etc. 


Then as to the spiritual dryness of which you 
speak, do not be one bit discouraged by it. We 
are complex beings and even physical conditions 
sometimes dull spiritual consciousness. I think 
that Christ never loves us more than when we use 
Him, so to speak, with numb fingers. 


53. To the same. 
Answers to Questions. 


June ro, 1918. 


As to Trinity Sunday and Whitsunday (1) the 
heart of the truth of the Holy Trinity is surely this, 
that in the Eternal Being there is an eternal inter- 
change of mutual and infinite affection ; there is the 
eternal Fountain and there are the Eternal Streams 
from it, and the Fountain loves its Streams and the 
Streams the Fountain—all inside the supreme life. 
So Deity is not a lonely oneness, but a loving 
mutualness im oneness of glory. No wonder that 
from such a Godhead Love flows out to us. 

(2) Scripture presents the Holy Spirit as that 
in the Godhead, whose special work is to blend Him- 
self, as it were, with our thought and will and love, 
and to turn the soul toward God in repentance and 
trust and show it the glory of the blessed Christ. 
Surely as we are so mysterious in ourselves, we may 
well believe that God really lives with a life which, 
while One in Being, is three in consciousness and 
love. 


[(3) Exposition of the self-emptying, by which 
never ceasing to be real God, the Son became also 
real man and without the glamour of Godhead—see 
Philippian Studies, on Phil. ii. 6-7.] 
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Talk to the Lord about it 


(4) As to the Holy Communion—go just as often 
as you think it will help you. Our very best pre- 
paration is a strong sense of need of our Lord... 
and a very simple desire . . . to meet His wishes 
and do His will. 


54. To the same. 
Talk to the Lord about 1t. 
Oct. 19, 1918. 
... That great mental-physical trial you tell 
me of is undoubtedly—in a measure—illusory (but 
not the less real as a pain) due to tired nerves. I 
suggest that you should not so much pray, but talk 
about it to your Unseen Lord and Companion. 
Telling Him can often carry off a strain and neutralize 
it. 
55. Lo the same. 
The Lord’s Keeping Power. 
Nov. 24, 1918. 
. . . It is good to my soul to read of the Lord’s 
loving presence with you and His ‘ keeping power.’ 
Oh, how real it is, how perfect! We wse it imper- 


fectly, at the best. But its perfectness is unalter- 
able and always at hand; there is peace.’ 


56. To the same. 
Divine discontent. 
Jan., I9grQ. 

... It is the real artist who is never content 
with attainment. May we not say that the real 
believer is in that sense—under the Master’s inspira- 
tion—an artist? ‘Not as though I had already 

attained . . . but I follow after.’ 
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Look Out and Look Up 


57. To the same. 
Look out and look up. 
. Feb., 1919. 

I note with intense sympathy what you say 
about impatience ; due, I fear, a good deal to over- 
strain. But He can, even so, lift us over things. 
It is often, is it not, a question of the tiny act of 
watching. I used to illustrate it to myself by the 
instinct of precaution with which I used to turn the 
sharp corner out of [a side street] into the main road. 
A moment’s forethought and I was sure vot to run 
against some one; without it, it was only too possible. 
Just a tiny look up as the trying thing is coming, 
or is going on, may win a victory. 

. . . Grace is super-natural (not un-natural, not 
at all), and just means Christ in us, having His 
way. 
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CHAPTER IV 


58. To M. G. 
On ‘ Spiritual meals.’ 
Nov. 28, Igro. 
I REMEMBER so well the earnest-words in which 
you spoke of the rush of things and the great diffi- 
culty of getting “ spiritual meals.” 

For one thing (as I think Isaid then), be sure that 
as much as possible you turn that very thought into 
prayer—that is, into “conversation” with Christ 
about it. Tell Him—just as you told me—and just 
as deliberately. You did not hurry your word to 
me about it; you spoke to me, not at any great 
length, but clearly, quietly, yet keenly. Remember, 
a real word to Christ one minute long need not be 
hurned. A minute can be deep and calm. An 
hour can be hurried and restless. I only want you 
to realize that the ‘‘ meal ”’ need not be a very long 
sitting ; but let it begin with a quiet recollection 
(we can make ourselves recollect) that He is listen- 
ing, loving and ready to help. Then take (if it must 
be) a small helping of the Bible; a verse or two 
(not at random, if possible, but on a plan); learnt 
by heart if it comes easy, and then turned straight 
into quiet speech to the present Lord. 

“L’appetit vient en mangeant,” is truer for the 
soul than it sometimes is for the body. 

And, at home, “‘ use” Christ, “ who is your life,” 
as your life power for the hourly calls 

God bless you. 
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The Lord’s Presence ‘in the Depths’ 


59. To the same. 
The Lord’s presence ‘ in the depths.’ 


Dec. II, Igto. 

Among many other subjects, in a long quiet 
time, I prayed very earnestly for you, speaking 
freely to our blessed Lord. I told Him how He 
must well know the heavy, staggering blow He had 
let fall upon you; and that He, who had once 
said “Why hast Thou forsaken me?” knew by 
experience what it was as Man to feel as if God did 
not care; and that you were sorely tried with the 
whisper that Satan breathes in the Valley of Shadow, 
“Ts there knowledge in the Most High? Does He 
notice ? Is it worth while? Is He not cruel, and 
had you not better give up?”’ And I cried to our 
dear and once tempted Lord (and His temptations 
were awfully real) to be very tender over you and 
not in the least displeased (as He won’t be) with 
your anguish of broken hopes and blank sadness, 
but that He would secretly drop His loving cordial, 
the power to “trust though He slay,” into your 
heart. 

I am sure He will do it. I dare to foretell that 
there shall yet be a time when you will look back on 
this time and feel “I wouldn’t have missed it for 
the world ; for I can say now to the stricken ones, 
I was in the depths, and I somehow said yes to Him 
there, by His grace, and then, somehow, He brought 
me up, and gave me double blessing, and here I 
am, to say to you, Jesus may hide Himself, but 
He never really fails; He is close by; He gives us 
tremendous training, but it’s all for joy and holiness 
at last.” 

There is hardly a saint in the Bible who wasn’t 
at,some time in the depths. Practically every 
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On a ‘Fresh Start’ 


Christian whom the Lord has used has been prepared 
partly through sufferings, which have awfully tried 
faith, but have perfected it. 

I won’t be unpractical, and bid you feel happy. 
We cannot command feeling, it must come, brought 
into our hearts by real causes. But we can command 
our minds to recollect that a Saviour who went 
through the great Darkness for us must be a very 
faithful Person, and won’t forget us in our darkness, 
and if He doesn’t seem to stir, or speak, He is 
absolutely to be trusted all the time. 

Lie back on the fact that He is ‘‘ this same JESUS.” 
If His heart can be false or cold, just because He is 
silent, then heaven and earth and everything are a 
bad dream. But they are not. 

To His most tender mercies we must and will 
commit you. 


60. To the same. 


On ‘a fresh start.’ 
Feb. 22, Igri. 

This tiny word must go to you, just a voice through 
the fog of distance, as the Pilgrims on the Enchanted 
Ground spoke to one another when they could not 
see. I can but say to you the old, old thing, “‘ look 
unto Jesus ’’—“ look off unto Jesus,” as the Greek 
literally is. You speak of making another and 
“ perhaps bigger ”’ start ; and I am sure it is bravely 
and truly made. But all the while, think vastly 
more of your eternal, tender, infinitely present 
Friend, than of any effort. Your true policy is to 
look off, just quietly remembering that you have 
Him and He has you. 

Make a little study of the great passages where 
“we have” is the verb. And remember that we 
have! They will prove a cordial. 
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On Love, Human and Divine 


You have not so much to climb a mountain as 
to ask the Lord to climb it, with His almighty 
Hands lifting you in front as He goes. 


I am your sincere friend and fellow traveller in 
Him. 


61. To the same before her marriage. 
On love, human and Divine. 
Oct. 17, IQII. 

The point on which I would say a tiny word is 
your fear that you love him more than you love 
the Lord. Now here, first, do not try to redress 
this by loving him less, or thinking that you ought 
to. Divine love was never meant to cool human 
love, only to deepen and clarify it. There is no 
more antagonism between them than between 
a beautiful landscape and the morning sun that 
gives it its glory and without which it would be 
another and poorer thing. 

And do not chide yourself into loving Christ. 
Look at Him. Collect from the Bible the chief 
words (they are countless) that set out His lovely 
glory and “the King in His beauty.’ Quietly 
affirm to yourself the fact of His untold love to 
you, free and faithful, strong as death. Sit out 
in that sun; you will love Him more and more as 
you use Him, and you will love—even better than 
ever. 


62. To the same. 
On Fasting and Prayer. 
Feb. 7; 1912. 
Isend you a little book of mine, Our Prayer Book 


(by to-morrow’s post), in which, on p. 100, you will 
find a brief statement of what I think on fasting. 
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‘At Home with the Lord’ 


I will only add to it here a ‘ note’ or two: 

1. Whatever in the way of self-control or self- 
discipline helps us to be readier or clearer hearted 
for Prayer, is of the nature of fasting. 

2. It is a fact verified by multitudinous experi- 
ence, that without some sort of “‘ keeping the body 
in subjection,” obedient to the spirit, the spiritual 
life suffers. 

3. Lent, as a time for some form of such dis- 
cipline—chosen prayerfully by the person who is 
desirous to use Lent well—is to be observed not 
least because of a long and vastly widespread 
tradition of it. This is not a divine rule, to be 
sure. But it is a reasonable claim on us, as loving 
members of our Church, to use her recommended 
and immemorial time of special methods of self- 
control, The soul’s aim, by prayer with such 
fasting, will be that the exercise of this in Lent 
will leave us stronger for a general habit of self 
control at all times. 

As to Prayer, you find much prayer a difficulty. 
And I understand you. Try, then, brief praying 
often, and whenever you pray, so it be with deepest 
reverence of spirit, use the utmost freedom of 
words ; the very homeliest, the very simplest ; and 
I think you will find praying more and more of a 
rest and less of a task. 


63. To the same. 
“At home with the Lord.’ 
Feb. 20, 1912. 


The Lord hath taken away. And He fully 
realizes what His takings mean—the blank, the 
untold change, the quite indescribable difference 
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Entrance into Perfect Life 


between the living presence of the beloved One 
and the dropping of the veil between. 

Meanwhile, thanks be to our Redeemer, you 
speak of the departure being ‘ glorious.’ Wonderful 
possibility, wonderful fact. ‘ Absent from the body, 
present with the Lord ’—or more literally there, 
“at home with the Lord.” Yes, a conscious life 
of boundless home rest, home life, home happiness, 
in the sunny Presence of our risen King. 

And the Risen One will in due time—it may be 
soon—be the Returning One. Amen. Even so, 
come, Lord Jesus. 


64. To the same. 
Entrance into perfect life. 
April 4, 1912. 

I have heard from —— of the very serious illness 
of your dear Father—and I scarcely dare ask what 
the issue has been. You have indeed been prayed 
for. Ifheis still with you, may he be raised up by the 
Lord of Life, the Lord of healing, who can still 
lay His hand on the sick and command recovery. 

In any event, in all events for ever, may you 
and yours be kept in the mighty peace of God. “ He 
doth not willingly afflict ’’—and oh, how willingly 
at last He will cast all afflictions into the depths of 
the sea! How He will rejoice when His servants 
can safely enter at last into the life where there 
will be no need of cross, no place for tears, for ever ! 

There we shall have that wonderful experience, 
of ceaseless service and ceaseless rest in one; the 
rest of perfect sight after all mystery, perfect pre- 
sence after all separation, perfect life after this 
deathstruck world—in the presence of the King. 
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On the Death of a Father—The Great Consoler 


65. To the same. 
On the death of a Father. The Great Consoler. 
April 17, 1912. 

You have been called to one of the greatest, 
deepest, and most tender sorrows of this life, this 
journey along the valley of the shadow. It is the 
sort of grief which is indeed ‘ common ’ to immeasur- 
able hearts. But such is a Father—and we each 
have but one—that the loss in each case, where the 
child’s heart is deep and the father such as yours, 
is quite special, a thing by itself. The heart knows 
its own bitterness in it. To you your Father’s 
death is a unique event, and makes differences in 
your inward world, as well as outwardly, which are 
fully known in their sacred sorrow to you alone. 
Not even your Mother, not even your dear ——, 
knows all the pain. 

But your divine Companion does. He, for us, 
tasted the cup of grief to the bottom. He, for us, 
let His own wonderful heart be (literally as well as 
figuratively) broken. And that broken heart keeps 
its fractures, in one sense, open for ever—open 
enough to let His broken-hearted ones creep in at 
that door and hide themselves in Him. 

He will be more than ever to you. And when, in 
the bliss above, you embrace your Father again, 
you and he will know how this particular great 
sorrow has been the seed of some untold special, 
eternal joy. 


The heavenly peace of the living Lord Jesus be 
with you. 
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On Temptation—The Lord’s Sympathy and Aid 
66. To the same. 
On Temptation and the Lord’s sympathy and 
aid. 


May I, 1912. 

I think I understand what you tell me, of the 
irritability set up again, and the other difficulty— 
and He, whose sympathies are perfect, perfectly 
understands. 

“Tempted in all things like as we are, yet 
without sin.” And those last words mean the very 
opposite to the thought that He stands aloof because 
He never failed. He never failed—but He felt all 
the strain under which we fail, and He can bring 
that to bear on His sympathy and His aid. 

Two starving men are in a besieged town. One 
yields, and steals another’s last crust. The other 
holds out desperately and overcomes. They meet 
afterwards and the man who failed is in an agony 
ofshame. Theother, just because he was victorious, 
and is good, takes him to his heart and cheers him, 
and leads him to better things, saying, ‘‘I know the 
awful strain that pulled you down.” 

Among other things, freely tell the Lord how 
little at present you do more than touch Him, 
rather with cold thought than vivid faith. He 
will understand! And then remember that He is 
incapable of getting tired of you. He will meet 
you half-way as you simply try to say over to your 
thought what He is, what you have in Him. It is 
the old story, faith comes and grows as we look, 
not at it, but at its Object—just looking that way. 

He will not leave you to contend alone with that 
peculiarly subtle and upsetting temptation to 
jealousy, and to the impatience of a presence that 
excites it. 
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On Loving the Lord Christ 


Remember the fact that He is really one with 
you, ‘‘ though you perceive Him not.” 


67. To the same. 
On Loving the Lord Chnst. 
Dec. 26, I9I2. 


I am quite sure that the Spirit of God, the Fire 
of Love, is at work in you, deeper than you know, 
or you would not thus be seeking in the inmost 
shrine of the soul for the proper place for the 
Lord Jesus. 

Then, I bid you humbly and cheerfully believe 
that you love Him already more than you con- 
sciously are aware. I have known cases of spiritual 
experience where such discoveries of—shall I dare 
to say?—subconscious love for the All-Beloved 
have sprung into consciousness at a sudden touch. 

Then, be sure that you will never love the Lord 
more by the method of trying to love your husband 
less. The very last thing the love we are incited to 
towards Him will do is to chill and contract our 
love-power. Your husband is commanded to “‘ love 
you as Christ loved the Church,” and you are 
sacredly bound to respond. 

Then, remember, we shall never chide and fret 
ourselves into loving anyone, the Lord Christ 
* included. Your path, though the love you seek to 
feel is for a Supernatural Beloved, must be (in a 
sense) a natural path. Recollect (refreshing your 
recollection constantly by the Word) just what He 
is: ‘I am resting, resting, In the joy of what thou 
art.’ Rest in the fact that He loves you, not 
because you love Him, but—because He loved you 
and gave Himself for you and devotedly loves you, 
being Love and Faithfulness unalterable. 
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On Moods and the Difficulty of being Regular 


In other words, go out of doors into the open 
air of God in Christ, and sit in the Sun, and let it— 
not your fretting—keep you, make you, warm. 

We have not an idea as yet what the glorious 
generosity is of “the love of Christ which passeth 
knowledge.” 


68. To the same. 
On moods and the difficulty of being regular. 
Oct. 30, 1913. 

My heart is moved by your words about ‘ being 
made up of moods and tenses,’ and the obstinate 
difficulty of ‘ being regular.’ 

I have no new secrets with which toreply. But I 
just bid you do what I seek daily to do for the endless 
needs and weaknesses of my own soul—sum up all 
“resolves ’’ in one, never to give up looking away 
from all my “good ”’ and all my evil to Jesus the 
Lord. . 

The interior of every real Christian life is a 
continual ‘coming unto ’ (the tense in the Greek is 
present, continuous, continual) ‘the living Stone.’ 
So, and only so, we get new created into ‘living 
stones —with that wonderful blend of the stone’s 
fixity and the life’s flow. 

And HE is mever weary of us weak and 
‘irregular’ beings. Be quite sure of that. He 
delights in His ‘ difficult patients.’ The committal 
of your soul, really, to the Faithful One will be 
a great co-operating help with the Cornish air to 
the health of your body. 
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On Motherhood 


69. To the same. 


On Motherhood and on ‘ the Sun of our 
Salvation.’ 
May 13, 1914. 

All blessings be upon your beloved Treasure. 
Wonderful is the joy of Fatherhood. The joy of 
Motherhood is surely something more deep, more 
beautiful, more tender, still. 

The Eternal Father will bless you both in your 
new and sacred privilege of being, under Him, 
authors of a precious and deathless life which shall 
hereafter ‘enjoy Him for ever.’ 

May St. Peter’s ardent love for the Lord and that 
cleudless faith which his 1st Epistle shows was his 
experience in Christ, be the spiritual characteristics 
of your dear Peter. 

Your words about the melting of clouds and the 
shining of the Sun of our salvation are good to 
read. In hours of weakness and fatigue, while 
they still last, quickly remember that the Sun 
can never be put out, even when He is veiled. 
But I trust the veils at worst will be thinner and 
thinner and that the calm sunshine of His unalterable 
love and living Presence will be the rule of your 
life. 

70. To the same. 
On a Death and a Birth within a few hours 
of each other. 
June 18, rors. 

Oh strange mosaic of shadow and light, this life 
below! There will be no shadow above, except 
from the covert of the eternal wings. And all the 
mingling here is His way of training and deepening 
us for the safe reception of unmingled bliss there. 
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On the Lord’s Blood-won Ownership of us 


Thank God, even there the bliss will never, for 
a moment, be selfish. Its essence will be love— 
going out from self to God and others; praise— 
looking up from self with joy to the goodness of 
God and others ; service—spending self in wonderful 
ways for Him and all around; all in the atmo- 
sphere (what air and sunshine!) of the joy of the 
Lord. 

In your own soul—be you never weary of 
beginning again da capo, with Him who is our 
Life! He is always ready to begin again with us. 


41. To the same. 
On the Lord’s blood-won Ownership of us. 
May 31, 1916. 

Lying awake this morning, and directing a 
rather tired mind and soul prayer-wards, I found 
great help in speaking to the Lord Jesus about 
His blood-won ownership of me, that great, solid, 
objective fact, outside my feeling altogether in 
itself : to be recollected, when not realised, perhaps, 
emotionally at all. And I found help in dwelling 
not only on its powerful and benignant restraint 
upon the soul, the rudder, the bridle, which it 
supplies to wanderings of aim and will—but on its 
rest-giving security. Who of us, that has set heart 
on some desired possession, and saved, perhaps, the 
means to purchase it, and at last has got hold of 
the coveted thing, does not treat the possession 
tenderly and watchfully? We want to have it 
absolutely, but not to exercise our despotism in 
pulling it to pieces or throwing it away, but in the 
delight of enjoying and using it ; and this involves 
care and shielding of it. 

The more we are His, ‘‘ not our own but bought 
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On Prayer-problems and how to Solve Them 


by Jesus,” the more sure we are of His affection- 
ately retentive and protective care. 


72. To the same. 
On Prayer-problems and how to solve them. 
Sept. 23, 1917. 

I can so deeply enter into the practical problem 
which praying presents to you, and I will and do 
ask Him that heareth prayer, that loves to feel 
our weakness approach to Him, that must so 
affectionately watch you two as you seek to learn 
more of the “access”? He means us to enjoy—to 
make that time a time of His own with you His 
dear ones. 

Sure I am that our prayer problems are, as a 
rule, not to be “carried by a frontal attack,” but 
rather conquered from the side, or the rear—not 
by new resolutions and accentuated efforts so much 
as by an enlarging recollection (peaceful word) of 
our wealth in God, a growing study of what the 
Lord Jesus, and the Father in Him, is, to and for 
us, antecedent to all our efforts to draw near and 
take. 

Let us “‘ consider Him ”’ in the light of the Word, 
looking for the touch of the Spirit on the heart— 
and shall we not slide into prayer habits, almost 
not knowing it—having such a Compassionate 
Listener ? 


73. To the same. 
On Being tied down to Home-duties. 
Oct. 5, I9QI7. 


I hope now often to remember you in special 
prayer that the secret may work all its blessed 
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On Enforced Rest and the Cross 


work amidst the busy and exacting normal hours— 
and give you joy in yielding even to that trying 
item in the Master’s present programme for you, 
which—for the time—forbids you taking up the 
work which is so important and so interesting 
outside, because you have very literally to ‘ supply 
lack of service’ within doors. 

Hereafter even this shall be seen to be a gift, 
hidden for the time, to be disclosed yet with joy. 


74. To the same. 


On enforced rest and the Cross. 
Dec. Ftp 1Oi7 


May all grace and blessing attend you in the 
special rest you are obliged to take. Such things 
are a heavy cross to one bent, like you, on ‘ serving 
and loving.’ But what a difference is made when, 
over a trial, a load, a perplexity, one can pronounce 
that holy word ‘the cross’ ! 

“La croix nous unit 4 Jesus Christ, et nous rend 
semblables a Lui.” I love those words, written by 
my dearest Wife for our Tesie, for her last Birth- 
day below, as it proved to be. And oh, they are 
true. 

The Benediction of Bethlehem rest on you this 
Christmas, peace in the name of Incarnate God. 
Wonderful Christmas, that sees Jerusalem freed 
at last from the Gentile chain, and the way of the 
King so manifestly preparing ! 

General Allenby is all but my nephew, being 
nephew of a brother-in-law of my wife’s. 
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On Eternal Sunshine behind the Clouds 


. 975. To the same. 
On Eternal Sunshine behind the Clouds. 
Jan. 2, 1918. 


Your letter has been read with strong and affec- 
tionate attention and sympathy of soul. 

Be very sure that I thank you for writing thus. 
If I can be of any service in a life like yours, so 
much tried by physical weakness and strain amidst: 
complex duties and with insufficient domestic 
help—thankful indeed I am. And my first words 
in reply must be just the assurance that I do 
indeed feel something of the greatness of your 
burthen. Let me not make the great mistake of 
trying to minimize and to say that one word you 
write can be beyond the facts. Rather I am sure 
you under-state rather than the other way. My 
feeling is of earnest participation, if I may say so, 
in that sense of exhaustion and “impossibility ” 
I read through your words. 

And then, if I see it so, how much more does HE 
who is your indwelling Life and Lord; who is 
“afflicted in the afflictions” of His disciples ; 
who knows Himself what it is to be so pressed down 
that He can say “I am poured out like water,” 
“Why hast Thou forsaken me? ” 

Some points call for very definite prayer, in 
which I may seek to join you and your husband, 
whose fellowship with all life lays on you is what 
none other can be. I pray that you may be able 
to find and engage an adequate nurse. That surely 
is a possible gift of Providence which may be pleaded 
for, and which would make a great difference. 

I do very reluctantly but with conviction say 
that at present, during this stress of Motherhood, 
if I may put it so, you must think it the Master’s 
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On the Lord as our Soul’s Home 


will that you should not labour as a Missionary 
home-worker. He has given you these beloved 
children and all they mean. He does not mean 
you to wreck yourself as their Mother. Other work 
now, however sacred, I boldly say, cannot be His 
present will ! 

Once more, let me say how your letter has claimed 
my soul’s strong sympathy, and how I thank you 
_ for writing it. May I dare, on another side, speak 
of what is, I believe, a psychological fact—that 
our feelings tend to be deepened and crystallized 
by intense expression? And that, therefore, especi- 
ally with ourselves, we should so far as may be, 
express to the utmost possible our sight of the 
rays of light rather than of the clouds they come 
through? Thanks be to God, the rays, to the 
Christian, come from a sky, alight with eternal 
sunshine, which is infinitely bigger than the cloud. 
Yet He knoweth how infinite the cloud that wraps 
us may seem; and He loves us in our sense of that 
cloud-world. 


76. To the same. 


On the Lord as our soul’s Home. 
Feb. 26, 1918. 


I have been helped lately by trying to dwell on 
the thought (given us from above in Psalm xc. 1) 
that the Lord is our soul’s Home. He is our Refuge 
—yes, blissful truth—He is our Fortress—yes, 
that is another gift unspeakable. But He is also 
our Home—the dear retreat we rest our hearts 
in, where we have sweet rooms that we know (the 
Cradle Room, the Cottage Room, the Garden Room, 
the Cross Room, the Emmaus Room, the Olivet 
Ascension Room, the Heaven Room). He is our 
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On Malaise and How to Meet it 


place of the hearth fire and the evening lamp. 
He sups with us and we with Him. Is there not 
something in this thought of our use of Him? 


77. To the same. 
On Malaise and how to meet it. 
June 17, 1918. 

Your letter has been read with earnest and affec- 
tionate sympathy. I do feel with you in what 
must be the quite peculiar burthen of this long- 
continued weakness of nerve and physical malaise. 
It is in its nature far more trying than a severe 
but, so to speak, defined and recognized illness, even 
when much suffering attends it. To feel never 
quite up to the day’s many, many claims—to have 
to meet domestic needs of every sort while feeling 
that to lie down and rest out-and-out seems the 
one possible thing—this is a heavy cross indeed. 

I do mean to pray especially and definitely for 

ou. 

Meanwhile, however that be, I know your faith 
will not really fail. ‘ Though He slay me ’—though 
He seem simply to tire me—‘ yet will I trust in 
Him.’ You will resolutely, obstinately, turn the 
sense of fatigue and malaise into prayer, including 
the simplest and boldest telling to Him of the weight 
of the cross, and where and how it presses. I have 
been often struck with the holy audacity of the 
Psalmists in telling their troubles to their Lord; 
almost chiding Him (!) about them: ‘ Why sleepest 
Thou?’ etc., etc. And all these outcries are, by 
His will, recorded in the blessed Book, as if to say, 
His largeness of love is such that He cares thus to 
be spoken to by those who all the while adore 
and love Him. 
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On Rest on the Undying Love 
78. To the same. 
On Rest on the Undying Love. 


July 17, 1918. 
You shall be most specially remembered before 
Him whom you love and only long to love more, 
and Who greatly loves you. Will you let yourself, 
as much as may be, rest on that fact? Take 
your whole valuation of your spiritual state. But 
put against it the undying love of your Redeemer 
and Friend—Him who ‘loved to the end’ the 
disciples who He knew would forsake Him that 
night. I think you will find Him, ere you know 
it, on your soul’s throne! Believe His all-generous 
love. Nothing conquers like that. Meanwhile may 
He, in His compassion and love, speak rest and 
relief to this sore strain. He knows all that it is. 

Weary not to tell Him all, on your part. 


979. To the same. 
On tiredness and on Bible-reading. 
July 12, 1919. 

It seems trite to quote ‘‘ Whom the Lord loveth 
He chasteneth ”’ (disciplineth, educateth by dis- 
cipline) ; but it is the triteness of an eternal truth, 
with eternal love beating at its heart. 

It is not for nothing that Hr who has redeemed 
you trusts you with this continuous cross-bearing. 
“Nevertheless, afterward!’”—those are golden 
words—“the peaceable fruit of righteousness,” 
the fruit to be enjoyed in a coming life of perpetual 
and large peace (and in measure to be yet tasted 
by you here), is the sure, the covenanted outcome. 
Let your whole weary weight fall on the faithful 
Promiser. ‘So, after he had patiently endured, 
He obtained the promise.’ 
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On Novel-reading and on 


A step at a time, a day at a time, He will lift 
your tired self and its burthen on—and up. 

And meanwhile His sympathetic insight is upon 
you, understanding every struggle, tender over 
every failure, lovingly glad over every such “ use ” 
of Him as gives deliverance. 

So you would like me to prescribe a bit of Bible 
reading? Well, let me gladly respond. I will 
appoint you that golden treasure of the Biblical 
cabinet, the Epistle to the Philippians; I would 
suggest your first reading it quietly over, of a piece, 
as if it had (like this epistle) come by post. Then, 
in just such times as you can contrive without 
overstrain, take it (no matter how gently and 
gradually) more in detail. Make notes (in a little 
book) of its topics: I mean, treat it as if it was a 
new bit of Scripture just discovered, and evidently 
(as it is!) utterly genuine, and written within 
thirty years at longest of the Lord’s death and 
resurrection. As such, question this early witness 
(treated as a new one) on what it says about (a) 
the Lord Jesus Himself, as if it was our chief infor- 
mant; (0) the way of salvation; (c) the blessed 
hope in death and at resurrection ; (d) the Christian 
character and life. You will find a rich response 
to quiet, gentle, gradual study. 

80. To the same. 


On Novel-reading and on the Divine Companion. 
Sept. 2, 1919. 

The words about the continuing joy are very 
deeply welcome to me. The Lord is assuredly 
with you in a sense full of divine, maternal (‘as 
one whom his mother comforteth,’ Isa. Ixvi. 13) 
proximity and love, and that is enough to give 
you peace and cheer, is it not? even under your 
exhaustive demands on nerve-power and all that 
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the Divine Companion 


can make the days a problem. The divine Com- 
pamonship—even if it is as if we were with a dear, 
profoundly trusted, but for a time reticent, mortal 
friend—one who, we know, loves us with old and 
unchangeable dearness—that companionship is a 
resource facing all ways, and applicable to all needs, 
however heavy, however subtle and hard to express 
to another in this life’s intercourse of hearts. 

So let that joy be an overruling fact for you, so 
to speak. 

I take your interesting question about story 
reading in the light of it. I am quite aware of the 
real and frequent mischief done by voracious and 
promiscuous “‘novelism’’; I think many earnest 
lives are hurt by it badly, lives which have no real 
physical need of your sort. Normally, I amsure, it 
is wholesome, very, to let the last words read at 
night be the woRD ; it is a very strict rule of mine. 
But then your needs at present are not normal. 
You are heavily and specially strained and tired. 
And I venture to say that your sort of story reading, 
certainly in the afternoon and evening at present, 
is quite right. It is medicine, for it induces healthy 
sleep. And your Lord knows you seriously need 
that. JI am amply sure you read only the stories 
which move, shallI say,in healthy daylight. There 
are some (not many, alas! ) such as Miss Alcock’s 
really noble books (‘‘Spanish Brothers,” ‘Czar,’ 
etc.), which combine the highest pictorial recreation 
with pure heavenly truth and hope. But probably 
you know them well already. 

For the present, let your Bible be used mainly, 
at least, by way of deliberate saying over verses 
or bits at any (even busy) times, not by way of set 
reading. In your Lord’s time the joy of real search- 
ing will come back into your power. 
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CHAPTER V 


81. To a lady, whose eyesight had failed. 
‘He knows.’ 


It is a sharp and painful cross... that, with 
your other burdens of illness to bear, the cheer and 
pleasure of seeing the sunlit earth and sky, and 
seeing the faces of friends, should be taken away 
from you. ... But... you, who‘ have believed in 
the name of the Son of God,’ know that in the very 
midst of this thick cloud your dear Saviour’s smile 
of love lies hidden. And when He lets a sorrow 
come, He knows allabout it Himself. And He knows 
what joy and light and life He has waiting for you 
all the time, . . . A dear cousin of my wife’s was 
afflicted, like you, with blindness. A friénd asked 
him if it was total blindness. ‘ Yes,’ he said, ‘I 
see nothing now; the very first thing I shall ever 
see again will be “the King in His beauty.”’ 


“ Bright morn of morns to me, 
When I shall rise, 
Leaving the shades behind ; 
Then these dim eyes 
Shall my Redeemer see 
In immortality 
In yonder skies.” 


I shall very often remember you in special prayer. 
I believe that the Lord will give you great joy in 
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Christ with us in the Dark Cloud 


Him under the sad trial. . . . We will think that the 
darkness is the shadow of His wings. 


82. To a Canadian Clergyman at a time of sore 


bereavement. 
Christ with us in the dark cloud. 
Dec. 4, I9IQ. 
... He... has now hidden Himself in the 


cloud and left you stricken and solitary of heart— 
nay, not ‘left you’; that is the truth of light and 
life. He has you ‘with Him’ in the dark cloud. 
He does not take away Himself. He, the Man of 
Sorrows in supreme experience, surely draws nearer 
than ever to His own, just when, in human view, 
He most desolates them. She went from you as 
ina moment. I know something by experience of 
what that means. My beloved, 44 years ago, was 
called from me in a very few minutes, without a 
word, without a look. The poor heart feels as if 
it could give all life’s possessions for one distinct 
farewell and dear embrace. But HE knoweth. 
... I reverently commit you to Him, this slain, 
risen, reigning, coming Lord Jesus. One thing I 
seem to know. He will use you more than ever for 
Pimselt, «. 


Very characteristically, the Bishop in the last year 
of his life renewed correspondence with two sisters, who 
were ‘the very earliest living friends’ he possessed. 
Every Sunday afternoon he had for years ‘set a little 
time apart for thought and prayer about the friends of 
the early days and the ever-sacred home.’ In his 
curacy days he often lamented that he was so irregular 
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On the Cross of Suffering 


in his letter-writing. Grace certainly overcame in that 
respect. Witness this to one of the sisters : 

‘Tam methodical about letters as far as I can be. 
Every other Sunday invariably I post a short letter 
to my dear nephew, ,in China. IfI may, I 
will also on every other Sunday send you and B. 
a note.’ 


And sent they were until the end came, ten months 
later. 


83. To B., who was in very frail condition. 
On the Cross of Suffering. 


June 19, IgI9. 

I would only say ... that that cross is the 
Cross, and not just a load. The load may mean 
just a sheer weight ; the Cross is the sacred thing 
entrusted to the disciple by the glorious, once- 
crucified MAsTER. Deep within its weight, quite 
unseen, but there, is His own immortal love. And 
in His own perfect time He will touch the cross and 
transform it in the crown of deathless life, light and 
love. “Thou... shalt know hereafter.” That 
dear word Hereafter! It is a casket crammed, for 
Christ’s disciples, with the gold and gems of the 
love of God. 


84. To the same. 
Memories. 

Oh, how memory wakes up and talks and sings, 
as I write. I recall summer mornings in Yalham 
Wood when we hunted for wild strawberries to- 
gether, and then the delight and joy of tea-parties 
in the dear tall house. . . . Then, later, the ever- 
charming music. . 
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Love is Eternal 


85. To both. 
Love is eternal. 
Nov. 23, IgIg. 


. . . I feel the joy and charm of keeping up the 
contact of hearts and thoughts which has lasted so 
very, very long. And after all, it has no internal 
secret of decay. ‘Love is of God’; pure personal 
affection has nothing to do with time, as regards 
its ‘change and decay.’ Is it not a prelude to the 
immortal life which we look for ‘ through Him that 
loved us,’ where love and life will be fused into one 
another for ever? . . . And there, surely, deepest 
personal affection will as little be interfered with by 
the supreme light and joy of His unveiled presence 
as the flowers of a garden are interfered with by the 
vernal sun which is the very life of their life. © 


86. To the same. 
The Past is eternal—in God. 
Feb. I, 1920. 


After speaking of old days: 

It is a stay and comfort to me to recall that little 
sentence of the Book: “I will restore to you the 
years which the locust hath eaten.” Somehow 
they will come back. I have been thinking thank- 
fully this morning that our loved ones of old have 
sunk, not into the void, but into God. What a 
rising again they will have from that resting-place ! 


1 See Part II, p. 114. 
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Good Friday and Easter Day 


87. To the same. 
Good Friday and Easter Day. 
Easter Eve, April 3, 1920. 


Yesterday was our quiet and sweet Good Friday. 
I preached in the morning on a text I much love: 
I Thessalonians v. 10, ‘Who died for us, that we 
might live together with Him’; dwelling on that 
wonderful touch of the Saviour’s love, His desire 
for the companionship of those whom He has saved. 
To wish to be always together is the height of human 
affection—and such is His love for us; not to secure 
our life only, but ‘with Him.’ I hope to preach 
to-morrow, also, probably on the dear and ever-new 
Emmaus history. To-morrow fortnight I go to 
spend Sunday at Windsor Castle, where I am to 
preach in the private chapel. God give me a word 
true and helping. 
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Walking together in the Life to come . 


Willing to be ill, If you want to be well, be . 


Work for others, Direct 
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St. Augustine and his Mother 


On the Picture of St. Augustine and his 
Mother. 


TOGETHER, ‘neath the Italian heaven, 
They rest, the Mother and the Son ; 
He once from her by errors riven, 
Now both in Jesus one: 
The dear consenting hands are knit ; 
And either face as there they sit 
Is lifted as to something seen 
Beyond the blue serene. 


Bright as a noon without one cloud 

The Mother’s countenance smiles and shines ; 
The life-long knowledge of her God 

In all its happier lines ; 
The untroubled gladness of a soul 
Where He has long possessed the whole, 
Only now stirred to livelier bliss 

Because her child is His. 


Dark is the younger brow, and worn 
With inward strife beyond its years ; 

There looks a soul that late was torn 
With torturing pride and fears ; 

A mind that spent its weary strength 

To span the doleful depth and length— 

The Bythos-fount and A‘on-stream— 

That formed the Gnostic dream. 


How different each from each surveys— 
The bright, the dark—yon dazzling air! 
Yet either saint with meeting gaze 
Finds the same object there ; 
Alike on glad and aching eyes, 
As clear, as sweet, the glories rise 
Of Him who draws each soul above— 
One Lord of light and love. 
Dec. 27, 1873. 
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Milton’s Blindness 


Milton’s Blindness. 


Freely vendeved from the Tvanslator’s Latin Poem (Browne’s 
Medal, Cambridge, 1863), Miltoni Senectus, lines 77-120. 


YeT darkness to the Bard convey’d 
An opportunity and aid ; 
The needless sun’s oppressive ray, 
And earth too various and too gay, 
No more distract him; now begin 
New glories to arise within, 
And lo, sublimely shewn, 
Raptur’d he views the eternal hill, 
The depths of heaven, the hosts that fill 
The precincts of the Throne ; 
And lo, on those bright plains afar 
The terrors of unwonted war ; 
Lo, through the void of Chaos driven 
The rebel powers that sinn’d in heaven; 
While far beneath harsh thunder roars, 
The yawning of infernal doors ; 
Another way the shining sphere 
And pendulous round earth appear, 
And earth’s dear happiest spot ; 
Fair Eden’s bower, and walking there 
The lone majestic primal Pair, 
While sorrow yet was not. 
Ah, brighter shade than day’s fierce sheen ! 
Friend of the Bard! Full oft, I ween, 
He sitting, reft of outward sight, 

In summer’s glow, or where the light 
Of winter’s hearth-fire cheer’d the night, 
Thus mus’d and spoke alone :— 
“My loss of eyes no trouble brings ; 
My Father thus, the King of kings, 
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Milton’s Blindness 


Has will’d it; from His covering wings 
I feel this shadow thrown. 
His servants, some, o’er sea and land, 
Thrice happy, fly at His command, 
And some, like me, as blest a band 
Are bid to wait, to rest, to stand, 
Still watching at His Throne. 
What fate soe’er abides my strain, 
The theme has been my joy, my gain— 
No self-born troubled dream, 
No phantom of ambiguous birth 
That seems from heaven yet sinks in earth, 
But Truth itself supreme. 
Yes, all is sure; and, Father, Thou 
Soon from these stifling mists below 
Shalt call Thy child above, 
To exchange these glooms for Thy pure day, 
In founts of bliss to wash away 
Each film that clouds my mortal ray :— 
Till then I'll bear, till then obey, 
In faith, and hope, and love.” 


Written, 1869. 
Printed as leaflet, 1908. 
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Lying in State 


Lying in State. 
Westminster —W hitehaven. 


He lies in funeral state to-day, 
In England’s regal hall; 

A mourning nation’s dark array 
Flows ceaseless past his pall. 


And they in funeral state recline, 
Within their awful grave, 

Where fiery ruin shook the mine, 
Nor love nor strength could save. 


In spirit, hall and mine are one; 
Beneath one shadowing wing 

They rest together, work well done, 
The pitmen and the King. 


He them, they him, with loyal heart, 
Loved well, as Britons love; 

In Christ we trust them, not to part, 
To Mercy’s arms above. 


May 17, 19t0. 
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‘All Things are Yours’ 


“All Things are Yours.’ 


Written near Les Avants, Switzerland. 


‘ All things are yours.’ 
‘Ye are not your own.’ 


“ALL things are yours!’ Then here I own 
The glories of this Alpine hour ; 

Mine is the Lake, the gleaming Rhone, 
And sombre Chillon’s famous tower ; 


And mine yon vast aerial hill,? 
Yon white Sierra, Leman’s queen, 
Height above height, and loftier still 
O’er woods and clouds transcendent seen ; 


And mine these pastoral wilds around, 
Their chalet-roofs and tufts of fir ; 
And mine the life-wind’s tide profound, 

To which the inmost pulses stir. 


Yes, all is mine; J’ll use it all, 

The grand, the fair, the soft, the strong, 
To nerve my force for His blest thrall 

To Whom I, having all, belong. 


March 30, 1885. 
1 The Dent du Midi. 
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The Alps 


The Alps. 
September, 1914. 


In this grim year, when guide nor traveller seeks 
On stairs of ice and rock the Alpine peaks, 

In thunder-language of the sliding snows 

How calls the White Hill to the Hill of Rose? 
Is man no more? His transient period past ? 
Is our @onian peace renewed at last ? 

For to those heights austere could never win 
One far, faint cry from Armageddon’s din. 

At Banff, Aug. 29, 1914. 


‘These lines came to me on a walk a week ago, as 
it struck me how lonely and untrodden the Alps must 
be this season—all the Guides called to the Swiss colours, 
and all the climbers obliged to leave Switzerland.’ 
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Three Affections in one Life 


Three Affections in one Life. 


DvuRHAM, to thee the call of Heaven 
Has wed my willing life ; 

While strength endures, to thee I’m given, 
The husband to the wife. 


Cambridge, kind teacher of my youth, 
Blest home of golden days, 

To thee I plight the grateful troth 
That reverent friendship pays. 


Dorset, my heart’s first warmth is thine 
Till all my years are done, 

O fair and dear, O mother mine, 
O glory of thy son! 


In the train from Dorchester, May 17, 1912. 
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Curragh Chase 


A Beautiful Day at Curragh Chase, 
Co. Limerick. 


(The home once of the poet, Aubrey de Vere, and now 
of the Bishop’s son-in-law, Stephen de Vere.) 


’Tis still in vain I seek 
The one fit word to sum so fair a scene; 
All terms of beauty meagre are and weak 
To match the praise J mean. 


Yon sleeping lake below, 
Whose sleep yet lives and stirs in ceaseless change ; 
The soft lawns with this August noon aglow ; 
The forest’s shielding range ; 


Far southward, scarce in sight, 
Pale as translucent pearl, the long-drawn hills ; 
While air serene that seems all ambient light 
The landscape overfills : 


Words were not made to tell 
What in this shining vale the soul descries ; 
How can they thread the secrets of the spell 
That all about me lies ? 


Sure Nature borders here 

Upon spiritual beauty : did we see 

Some winging angel shadow’d in yon mere 
It would but congruous be; 
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Curragh Chase 


And where the sunlit path 
Out from green glooming boscage hither bends, 
Methinks it scarce would startle our fond faith 
To hear the feet of friends— 


Friends lost to earth so long— 
Approaching now, free of this Eden’s bowers, 
Not ghostwise, but a living white-clad throng, 

Come back, for ever ours. 
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To the Spring 


To the Spring. 


Grey December’s daughter, 
Mother fair of June, 

Welcome with thy tender skies 
And thy wood-birds’ tune. 


Early thou art waking 
In softest power again ; 

Oh linger late, prolong the date 
Of thy magic reign. 


Summer’s ample splendour 
Who can over-love ? 

Yet we set thy perfect praise 
Even hers above. 


She, the queen of zenith, 
Consort of the sun, 

Still amidst the year’s rich life 
Sees its death begun. 


All thou hast is living ; 
Now and then are thine; 
Through thy beautiful to-day 
Lovelier morrows shine. 


Emblem of the regions 
Of our final rest, 

Where in everlasting Spring 
Live and love the Blest. 


Feb., 1903. 
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To Longfellow on his Centenary 


To Longfellow on his Centenary. 
Born February 27, 1807. 


Halt to my heart, thrice hail, dear Poet and Friend 
of a lifetime, 
Now when the star of thy birth shines on a 
century gone ! 
Many a decade has run since first by my nursery’s 
hearthfire 
Heard I the lays of thy prime read by the voices 
I lov’d; 
Heard of the shadowy Reaper who ask’d the fair 
flowers for his sickle, 
And of the Life Psalm sung loud from the heart 
of the young ; 
Heard the long desolate wail of the spectral Norse- 
man, awaken’d 
Late in his age-long sleep under American 
sands ; 
Heard all the story of Grandpré, and patient Evan- 
geline’s exile, 
Prairie, and forest, and flood, hospital, rapture, 
and death. 
Later, in youth, from the Legend of Gold, from the 
world medieval, 
Touch’d by the spell of thy verse, felt I enchant- 
ment again ; 
Then Hiawatha, the mighty and dear, to the Indian 
forest 
Led me enthrall’d till he sail’d into the sunset 
afar. 
What shall I say of thee more? Ev’n now, in my 
life’s kind autumn, 
Still in my hand thy page blesses me, cheers, 
as of old; 
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To Longfellow on his Centenary 


Still, with a fuller response, with the man’s now 
tenderer insight, 
List I the last clear songs sung in the light of 
thy eve, 
Clear to the end, and full; no dimness fell over 
thy vision, 
Never the deft right hand fail’d in the craft of 
the bard. 
Yet, dear singer to youth and to age, thy goodliest 
poem, 
Weigh’d in the scales of the soul, came not of 
ink and of pen; 
Better than best-writ rhyme was the beautiful life 
of the singer, 
Faithful in love, joy, pain, sweet with the music 
of home. 
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After a ‘Lied ohne Worte’ 


After a ‘ Lied ohne Worte.’ 


WELCOME thy remember’d tone, 
Heart-consoling Mendelssohn, 
From the voiceful keys once more 
Sent to move me as of yore. 
While the soul-felt Lied is play’d 
In the chamber’s evening shade, 
While the dear hand flying sings 
O’er the compass of the strings, 
Vanish’d worlds of love and thought 
From their charméd sleep are brought. 
Ancient suns on land and main 
Set in primal pomp again, 
Mantling in a mist of gold 

Long horizons known of old; 
Landscape out of landscape glows, 
Castled Rhine, and Alpine snows, 
Blent with lights of earliest home, 
Summer meads and Channel foam ; 
Hearths we circled once, again 
Kindle at the entrancing strain ; 
Gardens that awhile were ours 
Arch again their blessed bowers ; 
While sweet voices, silent long, 
Wake in converse or in song. 
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After a ‘Lied ohne Worte’ 


All the soul were turn’d to woe 

By our tuneful Prospero, 

So his strong melodious numbers 
Touch and trouble memory’s slumbers— 
But the kindness of his skill 

Brings the medicine with the ill; 
Putting by the rising pain 

By some secret of the strain, 
Hinting answers to our fears, 
Reasoning friendlike with our tears, 
Lifting thought on wings sublime 
Toward the life that conquers time ; 
Till autumnal hearts grow vernal 
With a breath of hope eternal, 

And in peace thy power we own, 
Sorrow-soothing Mendelssohn. 
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In Memory of St. Anselm 


In Memory of St. Anselm. 


O Lorp, how various are the ways, 
How infinite the skill, 

Wherewith Thou formest to Thy praise 
The creatures of Thy will. 


To babes and sucklings ’tis Thy joy 
Heaven’s secret to impart, 

And all Thy wisdom to employ 
Upon the unletter’d heart. 


Then oft a converse work as well 
Is by Thy counsels wrought, 

And reason’s masters own Thy spell, 
To childlike reverence brought. 


In either case with love and awe 
The selfsame hands we greet ; 

The lowliest to Thy heart they draw, 
The loftiest to Thy feet. 


’Tis Thine to bid the outcast find 
His God within his breast, 

And Thine to win an Anselm’s mind 
At Calvary’s Cross to rest. 


The last line refers to Anselm’s deep but believ- 
ing thoughts on the Atonement in Cur Deus 
Homo.—H. DUNELM. 
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To a Septuagenarian 


To a Septuagenarian. 


Deep heart and brave, with thankful cheer 
We watch thee close the seventieth year 
And upward travel still, 
Still upward, for thy pilgrim way 
Slants ever towards the rising day, 
And makes for Zion’s hill. 


Belov’d and loving, what a band, 
All heart with heart and hand in hand, 
Attend thy steps the while— 
Sons, daughters and that after race 
Who keep so fair upon thy face 
The young maternal smile. 


In thee the miracle of faith 

Where life and love abolish death 
Is wrought by skill divine ; 

Bereft a season of thy Saint 

Thy heart is stricken, yet not faint, 
His heaven e’en here is thine. 


To us the evening of thy days 
Is like the polar summer’s rays 
Where night and sun are friends ; 
The glory stoops as if to sink, 
Yet quits unquench’d the watery brink 
And eve in morning ends. 


For May 7, 1909. 
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To Friends retiring from Active Life 


To Fnends retiring from Active Life. 


PRAISE be to Him whose presence lit your way 
Through those long arduous years in memory seen ; 
Praise be to Him who in this later day 

Gilds your embower’d retreat with smile serene. 


Why should we sigh when life’s mild afternoon 
Slants longer shadows towards our final rest ? 
On earth’s December follows heaven’s full June; 
The eternal morning rises in the West ! 


gl 


A Hymn for Workers 


A Hymn for Workers. 
“Ve serve the Lord Christ.”—Col. iii. 24. 


My Master, teach me all the joy 
That comes to hearts that see 

How every busy hour’s employ 
May all be work for THEE. 


Whate’er demands my toil, my skill, 
My active thought and hand, 

It is my SAviIoUR’s business still, 
And wrought at His command. 


Then let me do the daily task 
With free and happy speed, 

As one who hears His sweet Voice ask 
My service for His need. 


And let me sing an inward song 
To think, with holy pride, 

In Nazareth’s home how oft, how long, 
His working Hands HE plied. 


For still the Lorp, who labour’d thus, 
True toil delights to bless ; 

He lives and moves all day with us 
Amid the stir and stress. 


And what an hour ’twill be above 
When comes the bright reward, 
The wages of eternal love 
For servants of the Lorp! 
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For a Miners’ Service 


For a Miners’ Service. 


O Curist, Thine eyes of light and love 
With Christians always go, 

Alike on earth’s green fields above 
And in the caves below. 


Thou with the miner in the dark 
Dost down the shaft descend ; 

Thou, while he plies his venturous work, 
Art with him as his Friend. 


No midnight gloom shuts out Thy face, 
No silence stills Thy voice ; 

Our Jesus in the dreariest place 
Makes faithful souls rejoice. 


Then hear us, Lord, and always bless 
Our brethren’s toil and ours; 

From danger shield us and distress, 
From sin and Satan’s powers. 


Add speed and skill to strenuous limbs ; 
Our homes with plenty cheer ; 

And bid our hearts sing gladsome hymns 
For joy that Thou art near. 


Then by Thy Cross and sovereign grace 
Exalt us, Lord, at last 

To wake and see Thine unveil’d face 
Where darkness all is past. 


Aug. 31, I9Io. 
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For a Church Festival 


For a Church Festival. 


Sinc, O sing, for praise is glorious ; 
Fill the festal hour with song ; 
Themes of love, and grace victorious 
To the Christian’s voice belong. 
Hearts all burning, Godward turning, 
Lift our anthem sweet and strong. 


Let our souls forget the sorrows 
Of the toilsome path below, 
Sing of those eternal morrows 
We at length in heaven shall know: 
Heaven shines clearer, Heaven comes nearer, 
When our praises heavenward go. 


Sing of Jesus, sing of blessing, 
Won for man on Calv’ry’s tree ; 
Endless life in Him possessing 
We can claim His victory ; 
Our glad spirits, Through his merits, 
Conquer Satan, pure and free. 


Sing of bounties, poured benignly, 
On His people all the way : 
Hearts and homes He cheers divinely, 
Guides and guards us night and day: 
Oft our sadness Turns to gladness, 
Loves and hears us when we pray. 
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For a Church Festival 


Sing of dear ones gone before us, 
Yonder to the courts of Light ; 
Hear we not the far-off chorus 
Sounding downward through the night ; 
Notes of wonder, Tuneful thunder, 
Choirs immortal, infinite ! 


Sing that hope sublime, transcendent, 
Sing the Lord’s return to reign : 
Sing: the prospect shines resplendent ; 
We shall see the Lamb once slain: 
Saints attending, Christ descending, 
To His longing Church again ! 


Sing then, Brethren, till the singing 
Blends in one our gladsome powers, 
Till the music, upward springing, 
Half unveils the sinless bowers : 
Swell the chorus; Heaven’s before us; 
Sing, till Heaven’s own songs are ours. 


May 8, 19%4. 
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War-time Hymn 
War-time Hymn. 


In war’s grim Passion-tide we lift our eyes _ 
To Him who fell, self-given, that we might rise. 


O man, for whom eternal heaven 
Was moved of old, to set thee free, 
And God took manhood, and was given 
By His sheer love to die for thee— 


To die unfathomable death, 
To traverse shades and deeps unknown, 
That thou might’st breathe immortal breath, 
And see His face, and share His throne; 


Thou for whose life He shook the grave, 
And underfoot its demon cast, 

Intent to win thee, and to have 
His creature all His own at last; 


To-day draw nigh, as ne’er before ; 
Consider, contemplate the Lamb ; 

Thy heart surrender; love, adore, 
The great self-sacrificed I Am. 


Begin to-day in act and thought 
To live life whole, a Christian man, 
Whom his own suffering God has bought ; 
God’s love his law, God’s will his plan ; 


Who sees with joy his years and hours, 
With all their happenings, hallowed all; 
Who serves his kind with ransomed powers ; 

Who, praising, trusting, cannot fall ; 


Who finds a settled, strange repose 
Mid shocks and ruins, tears and wrongs ; 
Knows all is well, for Christ he knows, 
To Christ, who died and lives, belongs. 
Good Friday, 1915. 
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Two Climbers 


Two Climbers. 
I 
“ Having no Hope.” 


My path nears its end, and my daylight grows pale, 
I have left the green uplands of youth far behind, 
*Mid the desolate wood in the slow sinking vale, 
I see but the night-cloud, I hear but the wind. 


This wood has no exit, this night knows no morn, 
“Never more,” the drear voice of the wilderness 
saith, é 
And soon I must meet by some cavern forlorn 
The gray forest wolf—the last enemy, DEATH. 


II 
“In Hope of Eternal Life.” 


The steep hill grows steeper as slowly I climb, 
Yonder low-roofing cloud veils the summit from 
sight ; 
I have left the dear pastoral fields of my prime, 
I am old and alone on my way to the height. 


Yet an hour, and the cloud will the climber enfold, 

But I know, yes, I know, that its curtain is thin, 

And beyond it, the rough path runs upward in gold, 

To the gate where my Lord waits to welcome me 
in! 
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For a Sick Room 


For a Sick Room. 


DEAR Redeemer, Shepherd kind 
Of the body and the mind, 
Let Thy light and life illume 
Hour on hour this quiet room. 


Well we know Thy presence dear 
Is the soul’s pure atmosphere ; 
Let me, in the peace of faith, 
Ever breathe its vital breath. 


Deep within me, here and now, 
Life of all my life art Thou; 

Let me then, believing this, 

Feel Thee mine, a conscious bliss. 


Raise me thus, upborne within, 
Over pain as over sin; 

From Thy fulness every hour 
Drawing unexhausted power. 


If ’tis best, command again 

Health for weakness, ease for pain ; 
Only, whatsoe’er befall, 

Be my Light and Life in all. 


Sept. 3, 1910. 
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Wings 


Wings. 


Two angel wings of lifting power I borrow 
To mount when stones and thorns the feet annoy ; 
One—the strange sweetness of a holy sorrow, 
One—the large prospect of eternal joy. 


June 17, IQIl. 
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The Eternal Prospect 


The Eternal Prospect. 


Anp dost thou shrink in prospect of that clime 
Where immortality takes place of time, 

Asking thy troubled spirit oft in pain 

How her frail vessel shall such weight sustain, 
Where zons out of eons rise unroll’d 

In volume all unmeasured and untold ? 

Soon then (as soon shall then be understood) 
To cease to be will seem the perfect good ; 

To crumble into rest; to let the soul 

Loose from within, to mingle with the Whole ; 
A poor crush’d Atlas, buried to be free 
Beneath the vast orb of eternity. 


Nay dreamer, cast away such views forlorn ; 

Thou wilt not be a bearer there, but borne. 

Not from thyself the life-springs shall ascend 

Which no beginning knew and fear no end; 

God in thy all will there be all at length; 

Thy strength will rest for ever on His strength. 

Who asks the boat the uplifting flood to fill ? 

Who asks the flower to prop its native hill ? 

Do wheeling eagles for their skies take care 

Or with their wings create the ambient air ? 

For that long morrow think no thought beside 

This thought, thy God will there HImsELF pro- 
vide ; 

He, mother-like, shall fold thee to His kiss 

And feed and bear thee on through timeless bliss. 


Near Rezzonico, May 5, 1905. 
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Far, yet Near 


C&L 3 


Far, yet Near. 
A thought for partings. 


As round the giant globe our vessel braves, 
Itself a speck, the wilderness of waves, 

Seeking from zone to zone her distant goal, 

O’er floods that part the lands from pole to pole; 
How huge the bars of earthly farewell seem ! 
Things felt, how real! the Invisible, a dream ! 


Yet, from this moving atom on the abyss 

By faith translated to the gates of bliss, 

The soul looks down; and lo! beneath, afar, 
Appears, or scarce appears, earth’s circling star ; 
For deathless spirits a minute abode ! 

By feet how near the little plot is trode! 

And all in equal neighbourhood to God! 


Cincoln Christian College 
L.P. IoI H 


* Never see Death’ 


‘ Never see death’; ‘ Never taste death.’ 
John viii. 51, 52. 


WHEN ceased our Darling’s hovering breath 
*Twas we, not she, that tasted death. 

Safe o’er the narrow stream we dread 

In her Deliverer’s arms she fled ; 

He kept His faithful word, and she 

That water did not even see. 

But we, who from the hither bank 
Stretched our fond hands her hand to press, 
And only clasp’d, in our distress, 

Her dear, worn, left-off mortal dress, 

We, though we did the Mercy thank 
Which to her soul its wish had given 

And eased its long fatigues in heaven, 
Some drops of death we, weeping, drank. 


Grantown, Sept. 22, 1905. 
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*Reproach hath broken my Heart ’ 


“ Reproach hath broken my Heart.’ 
(Messiah’s words, Psalm Ixix. 20.) 


BROKEN heart, whose nameless pain 
Stranger souls explore in vain, 
There is One, of skill so strong 
' He can turn that pain to song. 
Once, by agonies unspoken, 
His own holiest heart was broken ; 
Sorer pangs than ever thine 
Wrung that Sufferer divine. 
Now His woe in joy is ended— 
Yet that breach abides unmended ; 
For, though suffering pass away, 
To have suffered lasts for aye: 
Only, breach ’tis now no more, 
But an always open door ! 
There the mourner who would win 
Calm and balm is welcome in, 
In the Lord’s kind heart and deep 
Holy tears unblamed to weep, 
Till new lights and hopes awaken 
Trembling through the soul forsaken, 
Born of sorrow’s secret tryst 
With a once heart-broken Christ. 


1914. 
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‘I cannot see him any more’ 


‘I cannot see him any more.’ 


‘I CANNOT see him any more!’ 

The dear brown eyes began to fill; 
She saw her Father guided o’er 

The grassy shoulder of the hill. 


Full wise and faithful was his Guide, 
And she in gentlest care was left ; 

Yet heav’d the little breast, and sigh’d ; 
She saw not; she was all bereft. 


Anon her wanderer down the steep 
With that true Guide return’d amain, 

And dear brown eyes forgot to weep, 
And rosy lips could laugh again. 


At Braemar, Sep?. 1888. 


* * * * * 


Our portions are inverted now, 

My Darling; thee thy Guide has borne 
Far out of sight from things below, 

And left my famish’d eyes to mourn. 


Yet stands His promise down yon sky 
To come again and bring me thee; 
So let me live, with hopes on high :— 
Lord, what a rapture that will be! 


Auckland Castle, 1909. 
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Two Graves 


Two Graves. 
A Brother's and a Sister’s. 


TOGETHER here their happy dust 
In peace and hope reposes ; 
Alike they fell asleep in trust, 
Alike in joy ascend they must 
When the great rising of the just 
This scene of sorrow closes. 


Divided once in earthly days 

They seem’d, a dark partition ; 
He—wilder’d long in dangerous ways, 
And she—her path one track of rays 
Reflected softly from the place 

Of beatific vision. 


Yet did those diverse paths at last 
Attain the self-same portal ; 
All on the Lamb each soul was cast; 
Through Him alone in peace it pass’d 
The darkness to the glorious vast 
Of light and life immortal. 


Then sing, my heart, by each green bed 
Thy thanks with equal fervour, 
To Him Whose blood for each was shed, 
To Whom each spirit contrite fled, 
Its Pardon, Refuge, Life, and Head, 
Its Lover and Preserver. 
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On the Death of an Aged Saint 


On the death of an aged Saint. 


YES, on a sudden she is young once more ; 

Life’s long fatigues are all for ever o’er ; 

With steps more free than fall from girlhood’s feet 
She walks the blessed bowers and golden street. 
’Tis youth, but richer youth than earth could know, 
Dower’d with uncounted treasures won below ; 
Immortal youth, that draws a deeper breath 
For pilgrim-patience in a world of death ; 

The long result and slowly-garner’d gain 

Of heaven-given disciplines of joy and pain, 
Nine decades lived in love, and not in vain. 


Mar. 3, 1909. 
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The one Resting-place 


The one Resting-place. 


THERE is one resting-place, and only one, 

For those who fall asleep in God’s dear Son. 

To our weak mortal thought, and sense’s eye, 
Far distant each from each may seem to lie, 

By Frome, by Cam, or on the silent breast 

Of ancient China lately laid to rest. 

But faith and spirit see them, each and all, 
Carried to one green spot for burial, 

Where once, unconscious of its giorious doom, 
Arimathean Joseph made his tomb, 

And fenced the ground with marble in, and bade 
Cypress and olive weave a glimmering shade. 
There soon he bore his Saviour, newly slain, 
And there the sleeping Christ arose again, 

And trode the paths in victory serene, 

And turned to heaven the grief of Magdalene. 
He now, from every land and every deep, 
Brings His beloved there, and gives them sleep, 
Still gathered up in peace, while ages run, 

A countless host, and yet in Him but one. 
There, sealed awhile, now open, the holy cell 
Where folded grave-clothes lie, where angels dwell, 
Assures the mourner of His life and power 

Who for His saints prepares their rising hour. 
And He meantime, in glory and in grace, 
Immortal Gardener of the flowery place, 

Walks ’midst His people’s tombs, and all the while 
His eyes, so wet of old, foreseeing, smile. 
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Crossing the Ferry 


Crossing the Ferry. 


OncE before, in days that never 
Come again, I pass’d this river ; 
Now, as then, the weir is streaming, 
Sunset on the castle gleaming. 


Comrades twain across the ferry 
This same barge with me did carry ; 
Ah, a friend, of soul paternal, 

And a young heart, hopeful, vernal. 


Low and still the elder’s lying, 
Still in life-work, still in dying ; 
But our hero, our young wonder, 
Pass’d in battle and in thunder. 


So, when days of bliss departed 

I remember, heavy-hearted, 

Seem I like a thing forsaken ; 

Friend on friend the grave has taken. 


Yet true friendship’s interlacing 

Is when spirits meet embracing ; 
Spirit-love those old hours lighted ; 
Spirits—we are still united. 


Boatman, take a threefold guerdon, 
Measured gladly to thy burthen ; 
Close beside me, nearer never, 
Spirits twain have cross’d the river. 
July Io, 1903. 
(From the German of Uhland, 1823.) 
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Morning Memories 
Morning Memories. 


Not ‘in the stilly night ’ to me, ere slumber weaves 
its chain, 

But with the morning Memory brings the vanished 
scenes again, 

When the white window, sunless, meets the tired 
waking eyes, 

Nor yet the earliest thrush has tuned his matin to 
the skies. 


Then come the faces dear and fair, the voices clear 
and mild, 

The father, brother, teacher, friend, the mother and 
the child ; 

All the dear life that has been throngs around me, 
strangely shewn, 

And peoples the dumb room all o’er—and yet I am 
alone. 


What shelter have I then from thoughts too heavy 
to be borne ? 

What breaks the spell of that long watch of pale 
uncheerful morn ? 

Alone Thy presence, Christ my Lord, the faint heart 
can revive, 

As faith clasps Thee, once dead for me, for ever now 
alive. 


I break the power of that grey hour by spirit-speech 
to Thee, 

And bid Thy pure remembered word speak with 
Thy voice to me; 

In Thee past, present, future, all, in living union 
meet ; 

And this poor yearning heart can rest in hope by 
Thy dear feet. 

1906. 
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Ruh’n in Frieden 


Ruh’n in Frieden. 


ALL the souls in peace are lying, 

They whose lot was care and crying, 
They who lived a dream of joy, 
Life-worn elder, new-born boy ; 

All, translated hence by dying, 

All the souls in peace are lying. 


Soft the true-love souls are sleeping 
Of sad maidens faint with weeping, 
By the traitorous friend denied, 
By the blind world cast aside ; 
Now, in that world’s kinder keeping, 
All in peace their souls are sleeping. 


They who laughed in genial sunlight, 

They who knelt on thorns by moonlight, 
Watching till the sight were given 
Of the Face of God in heaven, 

All the souls, a countless number, 

All in peace reclining slumber. 


From a German Song, May, 1912. 
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‘And no Man could learn that Song’ 


‘And no man could learn that song.’ 
Rev. xiv. 3. 


Hast thou heard the hymn, from yonder glory 
Wafted earthward to the Church below ? 

Has the harp-song cast enchantment o’er thee, 
Song which none but the redeem’d may know? 

Blest the wakeful ear that hears descending 
Through the din of life that conquering strain ; 

Blest the pilgrim-voice that answers, blending 
With the praises of the Lamb once slain! 


Earth in all her hours of loftiest pleasure 
Tunes no music that can vie with this; 
Hark, how moves the sweet majestic measure 
Of that rapture-song in courts of bliss! 
All that souls can feel of tranced emotion, 
All the thrills of joy and love unknown, 
Meet, like rivers in one radiant ocean, 
In the new song sung before the Throne. 


Yet the saints, who, in our mortal dwelling 
Hear and hail that glorious anthem best, 
Chant but fragments of the chorus welling 
From the souls and voices of the Blest : 
So some wanderer near a minster’s portal, 
Hearkening as the full-voiced choirs begin, 
Half responds to some high air immortal, 
But the harmonious whole is hid within. 
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‘ Blessed are the Dead that die in the Lord’ 


‘ Blessed ave the Dead that die in the Lord.’ 


Au, say not that we die, 

When to our God we go, 

And quit this scene below 

Of sorrows and of fight, 

To enter on yon clime of unbeclouded light. 


Ah, say not that we die, 

When heaven as home we win, 

When endless rest comes in 

With glory past all thought, 

And this poor world’s last strifes are all for ever 
fought. 


Ah, say not that we die, 

Thou sheep by Jesus fed, 

When call’d His path to tread 

Into that fold of peace 

Where life runs for thy thirst from springs that 
never cease. 


Ah, no, we do not die, 

When Thou, Redeemer, Friend, 

Without restraint or end, 

Wilt unveil all Thy love, 

Here in sweet foretaste known, in fulness Bue: 
above. 


1918. From the French of Cesay Malan (1787-1864). 
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Resurrection 


Resurrection. 


Suns that rise and moons that fill, 
Still must set, must vanish still ; 
Stars that azure night renews 
Soon returning day subdues ; 
Gardens that expand in flower 
Touched by vernal sheen and shower, 
Wither, and expire in death 
Under winter’s icy breath. 

We that weaker seem than all, 
Victims of a deadlier thrall, 

Lights in outer darkness lost, 
Flowerets sealed in final frost— 
Yet, such hope benignant Heaven 
Deathless after death has given, 
We shall rise in fadeless bloom 
From the winter of the tomb. 


May, 1917. 
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The Eternal Past 


The Eternal Past. 


FEacu brief familiar day which here we spend 
Is part of yonder life that knows no end ; 
Pray we that each to-day may still be found 
An arc well centred in the eternal round. 
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The Place of My Tent 


The Place of My Tent. 


SAFE sheltered from alarm and loss 
I sit within my quiet tent ; 

*Twixt here a Grave and there a Cross 
My days and nights in peace are spent. 


Yon sanguined Cross is that which bore 
Th’ incarnate God who loved and died; 

’Tis vacant now; His pangs are o’er, 
And I in Him am justified. 


Yon Grave once folded in its night 
His holiest body riven and torn ; 
Tis open now—a fount of light, 
A gateway of immortal morn. 


Peace, grace, and glory now He gives, 
Fair fruits of his unfathomed woes, 

And with me in my tent He lives, 
The Lamb that died, the Life that rose. 


Passion Week, 19193 
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